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TO  THE 

%IQHT  HOW.OV%A'BLE, 

JOHN.  Earl  of 

ROCHESTER. 

Gentleman  of  His  MAJESTIES  Bed-chamber. 


My  Lord, 

^€£8^63 F Fenders  Jong  conniv'd  at, come  at  lafi  to  be  tryd 
for  their  Lives , and  are  fore  d to  call  upon  their 
I I fatally  indulgent  friends  to  bring  them  off:  for 

&9J  Volunteer  Poets  are  at  leafi  as  mad  asdhofe  who , 
out  of  wantonnefs  play  them  felves  into  theGallies. 
Tk  high  time  to  cajl  my  felf  at  your  Lordjhips  Feet , and  hum- 
bly beg  your  Prote&ion  to  this  rude  Piece , which  grew  the  bold- 
er by  your  incouragement.  All  Poems  in  their  Dedications , 
ought  10  return  to  your  Lordjhip , as  all  Rivers  to  the  Sea] 
from  whofe  depth  and  Saltnefs  they  are  feafond  and  fupplyd : 
none  of  them  ever  coming  to  yot&  Lordjhips  hands , without 
receiving  fome  of  the  rich  Tin&ures  of  your  unerring  Judge- 
ment andrunningwith  much  more  clearnefs,  having  pajifojine 
a.  jhrainer.  If  this  receives  any  approbation  in  the  World,ImuJi 
aferibe  it  principally  to  your  Lordjhips  partial  recommendations , 
and  impartial  correUions.  Tour  Lordjhip  is  the  ffrjl  perfon  in 
the  World , by  whom  I have  been  Highly  and  Heroically  oblig'd: 
and  if  the  jirjl  Imprejfions  of  Gratitude , maybe  as  jlrong  and 
captivating , asthoje  of  the  prjl  Love  they  niujl  needs  be  much 
more  lading  and  immutable , in  my  Pajjion  for  yarn-  Lordjhip--, 
jince  the  World  ajjbrds  no  ebjecl  Jo  high  and  admirable , ever 
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to  work,  a change  $ your  Lordjhip  being  the  mojl  accomplijh'd 
of  all  Mankind^  that  I ever  kyiex v,  read,  or  heard  of,  by  Hu- 
mane  tefiimony.  Eminent' Beings  are  as  hard  to  be  bdiekfd  as 
they  arc  to  be  under  flood:  and  no  titan  can  jp'ea^Truth * 0 f 
your  Lordjhtfs  Superlative  Endowments,  without  fufpicion  of 
Flattery  } nor  conceal  them  without  conviUion  of  Ignorance. 
That  famous  Temper  of  weight,  fo  rarely  found  in  Bodies , ap- 
pears mojl  Illuf  rionjly  in  your  Lordjhip  s Mind . Judgement 
and  Fancy,  feldom  concurring  in  other  Men,  in  any  ftnall pro- 
portion , ark  foffeff  by  your  Lwdftip  in  the  higheff  degree  that 
ever  was  allow'd  the  Soul  of  Many  yet  withfo  happyandtiar- 
monious  a mixture,  that  neither  of  them  predominate  nor  ufurp 5 
but,  like  two  peaceful  Colleagues  in  Empire,  agree  within  them- 
fives,  and  govern  the  rejl  of  the  World  5 a&ing  in  your  Lord- 
ffips  noble,  and  elevated  Mind,  like  Fire  and  Air  in  the  up- 
per Region  , whofe  Purity  makes  them  eafily  convertible,  and 
mutually  a Jiff  ant , whiljl  they  are  always  quarrelling  and  prey- 
ing upon  each  other,  in  grojs  inferior  Bodies.  What  was  favour- 
ably jaid  of  my  Lord  Bacon///  his  time,  may  much  more  juflly 
be  affirm'd  of  your  Lordfjip,  in  yours  } That  if  over  there  were 
a beam  of  Knowledge,  immediately  deriv'd  from  God , upon 
any  Man,  fnce  the  Creation,  there  is  one  upon  your  felf  Others , 
by  wcar/Jome fieps,  and  regular  graduations,  climb  up  to  know- 
ledge } your  Lordjhip  is  Jlownup  to  the  top  of  the  Hill:  you  are  an 
Enthulajl  in  Wit  5 a Poet  and  Philofopher  by  Revelation  5 and 
have  already  in  your  tender  age,  fet  out  fuch  new  and  glorious 
Lights  in  Poetry,  yet  thofe  fo  Orthodox  and  'Unqueflionablejhat 
all  tie  Heroes  of  Antiquity,  muff  fubmit,  or  Homer  and  Virgil  be 
judg'd  Nonconformifts.  For  my  part,  L account  it  one  of  the 
great  felicities  of  my  life , to.  have  liv'd  in  your  age  $ but  much 
greater,  to  have  had  accefs  to  your  Perfon,  and  to  have  been 
doer  if  id  and  enlighten'd  by  the  influences,  and  irradiations  of  fo 
great  a Luminary . For , I muff  confefs , I never  return  from 
your  Lordffips  moff  Charming  and  InfhruBive  Converfation,  but 
L am.i?ffpir'd  with  anew  Ge?nus,  and  improv'd  in  all  thofe  Sci- 
ences I ever  coveted  the  knowledge  of:  I find  my  felf,  not  on- 
ly & better.  Poet,  a better  Philofopher  5 but,  much  more  than 
thffe,  a*  better  Chriffian  : your  Lordjhip  s miraculous  Wit,  and 
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IntctteBual  powrs  being  the  great  eft  Argument  that  ever  I could 
meet  wit  for  the  immateriality  of  the  §oul ; . they  being  the  high- 
eft  exaltation  if  humane  Natures  arid , under  Divine  Autho- 
rity^ much  more  convincing  to  fufpictous  Reafon , tha?i  alt  the 
Pedantick^proofs  of  the  moft  Learnedly  peevifl ) Difputants  rfa 
that 5 I hope , 1 ft  all  be  oblig'd  to  your  Lordjhip , not  only  for  my 
Reputation  in  this  Worlds  but  my  future  Happmefs  in  the  next . 
RefleB  then , my  Lord,  I beftechyou , on  your  exon  fublime  per - 
fcBions , the  profufenefs  of  your  Favors,  my  powerful  (though 
prefumptuous ) inclination  to  your  Perfon,  and  judge  if  it  be 
pojjtble,  for  any  other  Man  living  to  pay  your  Lor dfoip  fo  (incere 
and  ajfeBionate  a Veneration 0 as 


My  Lord* 

Your  Lor dlhips  moft:  Devoted, 
Obedient,  and  Humble  Servant, 


JFraWcis  Fane, 


i 


r 


WHat  though  't  has  been  the  Genius  of  this  Age, 
Tame  Pegafus  to  fetter  on  the 'Stage  y 
T imprifon  in  elope  Rimes,  well-govem'd  Rage ? 


Alas  ’ tis  e after  much  for  them  in  France, 

The  Englifh  do  but  Walk ^ when  Frenchmen  Vance, 
Rhyme  comes  to  them  by  Nature,  Wit  by  Chance. 

Rhyme  is  a cheating  Vapour,  which  unfeen 
111  Poets,  like  ill  Spirits,  pafs  between 
To  good  Wits  but  a Jbade,  to  bad  a Skjreen. 

Then  fmce  onr  Heroes  ronweud  with  French  Allarms, 
Have  beat  the  Moiinfieurs  ^r  their  own  flight  Arms , 
With  lofty  Seme,  inVerfes  gingling  Charms. 

Our  Poet  hope*s  you’ll  not  expcB  to  day, 

T’have  all  his  down-right  thoughts  drefl  up  fogay , 

If  his  Coy  n chinks  too  much,  you'll  doubt  allay. 

But  oh\  the  hungry  Critichjongsto  bait 
And  thinks,  like  Men  on  Scaffolds,  we  Dilate 
Preaching  to  flop  irrevocable  Fate. 


he  an  Wit ! who  hhgfome  it{digefling  Titer 
With  Wolf  ins  Stomach, preys  on  all  frefb  Matter 
By  htsingrateful  Gutt,  ner  made  the  fatter. 


No 


None]  our  Author  hopes  you  will excufe 
The  yielding  Parlies  of  bk  Virgin  M*tfe. 
Who  learns  to  Court , praSlifwg  to  refufe. 

Tor  Modefiys  the  Daughter  ofDeftre 
An  Artificial  Tee  that's  made  by  Fire . 
Tbitt  does  at  firjt  deny,  at  lafi  require. 

far  don  thefiruglings  of  his  Maiden  Pin. 
Imbrace  her  briskly,  the  fitjl  time , and  then 
Shellnever  leave  you,  till  you  dot  agen* 
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LOVE  I* C THE 

OR,  THE 

Man  of  Bus’nefs. 


ACT  I. 


T 


Scene  I.  The  Piazza  of  St.  Mark. 

Trivnltio  Solus. 

He  Carnival's  begun } the  Feaft  of  free-born  Souls, 
Where  Nature  Reigns,  and  Cuftom  is  depos’d : 
That  Magiftrate  of  Fools,  Wifemen’s  Ulurper  5 
And  yet  no  news  from  Milan ! 


Enter  Vifconti  harhgning. 

Was  ever  Man  lo  disappointed  ? I have  no  lets  than  Fifteen 
Marriages  on  foot  -9  four  of  ’em  are  already  conlummated,  by 
the  help  of  fome  flight  Vows,  without  the  folemn  Perjury 
in  a Church : five  or  fix  more  are  finely  warm’d  and  foften’d, 
and  ready  for  the  Seal  5 and  all  are  at  a ftand,  for  want  of 
thele  fame  little  fcraps  of  Paper,  call’d  Bills  of  Credit:  and, 
befides,  now  1 think  on’t,  I am  topurfue  my  Legitimate  pre- 
tenfions  to  my  rich  Miftrels  Aurana.  5 but  a Pox  } thele  Marri- 
ages in  earneft  come  time  enough,  and  Spoil  the  others.  The 
Oaths  and  PrOmiles  of  Batchelors  pals  currant,  and  are  not 
dilproveable  -9  but  a marry’d  Man,  that  fwears  Virtuous  Love 
to  others,  is  perjur’d  in  a Court  of  Record. 

;.p;  B Fife. 
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Vifc.  Comer  Sir,i  for  all  your  Perjury  and  Idolatry; 
Tis  Money  makes  the  fhorteft  way  of  Courtfhip. 


Triv.  Who  the  Devil  lent  for  thee  to  condole  ? 

Vifc.  How  many  Letters,  Legs,  Cringes,  Compliments, does 
this  Money  fave  you  ? moft  Womens  Pride  is  greater  than 
their  Lull,  and  if  they  love  to  fee  themfelves  admir’d,  how 
much  then  muft.  they  heeds  love  them  that  make  ’em  ad- 
mirable ! ( 

The  hippie  Worfhippers  are  but  Slaves  to  Beauty : 

The  Givers  are  fuperior  Deities. 

That  fend  the  Jewels  and  fine  Cloaths,  guilty 
Of  half  the  Mu'rdcrs  thofe  plum’d  Females  caufe. 

Triv.  I Sir, and  make  ’em  infblent  and  inacceflible  to  them- 
felves. Thofe  that  give  fine  things  to  their  MiftreflTes,  like 
Dutchmen^ . in  time  ot  War,  fell  Weapons  to  their  Enemies. 

Vifc.  Faith,  Sir,  I believe  the  Ladies  heed  not  fear  your  Li- 
berality at  this  time.  But,  to  be  plain  (Friend)  if  thou  haft 
receiv’d  no  Bills  of  Exchange,  try  the  old  Banquer  Comanti , 
your  Father’s  Friend,  who  (by  the  way)  has  a lovely  Wo- 
man to’s  Wife,  and  is  as  jyalous  of  ben,  as  becomes;  old  age, 
that  knows  its  own  Wants ; he'll  lend  at  firft,  for  fear  you 
fhould  come  twice. 

Triv.  ’S  life,  fb  I will  3 but  is  (he  to  be  Teen  ? 

Vzfc.  Nay,  ftay  a little.  Now  has  he  as  clearly  forgot  the 
thought  of  Money,  as  if  he  had  the  Indies  in  his  pocket. 
Don’t  you  confide?  that  you  muft  put  yop?  felf  in  Equipage, 
to  do  Honor  to  your  Countrey-man  Sforza>  who  is  this 'clay 
defign’d  to  be  Gentleman  of, Venice ^ and  Admiral  of  the  Gal- 
lies,"  for  his  exemplary  fervice  the  laft  year,  againff  the  lurks, 
in  Candia  3 where  you  know,  he  flew  two  Bafia’s  with  his  own 
hands?  After  his  Ele&ion,  he  intends  to  Fe^ft  thf  Senators;  a 
week,  and  defires  our  affjftance  at  the  entertainment. 

Triv.  Is  this  the  day  dehgn’d:  ? , Faith,  >tis  a noble  fellow.  ! 

Vifc.  He  is  the  very  Soul  and  Quintefcence  of  Honour  and 
has  reduc’d  that  wandring  Science,  made  up  of  Vice  and  Vir- 
tue, ana  from  Moot-points,,  to  judg’d  Cafes;  he,  has  tam’d 
that  Monfter  got  betwixt  Pridq  and  Juftice- 
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Triv.  O,  1 5 he  is  a Man  offo  much  Honor,  one  would  not 
be  troubled  with  it : 'tis  as  fqueamifti  and  as  fore  as  a tender 
Confcience.  But  who  told  you  this  ? 

Vifc.  I juft  now  parted  from  him,  and  Intrigo. 

Triv . j Ha,  ha,  he  $ Intrigo ! that  infofferable  Coxcomb,  that 
Ape  of  Wifdom  and  Gravity , that  haunts  the  Court  and 
Council  of  Ten , and  places  of  Judicature,  and  brings  away  ail 
the  Shells  of  bufineft,  and  leaves  the  Kernels  behind  > 

Vifc.  I,  the  very  fame  5 He  will  fit  you  feven  hours  alone 
in  the  Lobby , next  to  the  Doges  Bed-chamber,  to  be  thought 
a Privado  5 and,  for  the  moft  part,  when  the  Doge  and  all  the 
Court's  abroad,  but  Turn-keys  and  Bed-makers : he  will 
watch  you  a Twelvemonth  to  pick  up  Papers  that  drop  from 
Senators  and  Ladies,  though  torn  in  pieces  for  the  worft  of 
ufos,  and  has  a Frame  like  a Bone-fetter,  to  put  thofe  dift 
joynted  fragments  together  5 and  when,  with  much  labor,  he 
has  trac’d  out  the  infignificant  Sence,  Glories  as  much  as  a 
Countrey  Parfon,  that  has  found  out  a piece  of  Hebrew,  to 
make  an  eafie  Text  the  harder. 

Triv.  Oh,  I ! he  has  all  the  mechanick  parts  of  a Statesman : 
he's  a notable  Herauld  too,  an  Antiquary,  and  Cabalift$ 
and  affe&s  all  thofe  conjuring  Studies,  that  fools  cannot  eafi- 
ly  judge  of,  and  wife  Men  will  not  take  the  jmins  to  enquire; 
into.  How  do  I long  to  foe  this  fellow  again T 

Vifc.  Miftake  him  not  5 his  company  is  not  fo  cheap  to  fitch 
hair-brain'd  light  fellows : unleft  you  can  pretend  fbme  great 
affair,  or  can  raifo  his  attention  with  fome  reverend  Lye$  he's 
as  bufy,  as  if  his  Head  were  a Bee-hive. 

Triv.  I,  as  fecret,  as  if  his  Mother’s  Confeflor  got  him. 

Vifc.  And  as  formal,  and  full  of  ceremomy , as  if  he  was 
aefcended  from  one  of  Mofes  his  Gentlemen-Ufhers.  But  his 
principal  Virtue  is  his  love  to  Decency, and  Order.  As  others 
at  their Feftivals,  have  their  Lords  of  Miftrule.f  fo  he  has 
his  Mufter-mafters  of  the  Moveables,  and  his  Clerks  of  the 
Uniformity. 

Triv.  That's  more  than  e’r  I heard. 

Vifc.  If  a Difii  comes  up  to  his  Table  out  of  its  rank  and 
file,  he  will  eat  no  more  meat  that  day  } if  hisCheefe  be.  cut 
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awry,  he  is  ready  to  cut  his  own  Throat : his  Stools  and 
Chairs  move  like  Chefs-men  5 if  one  of  ’em  be  remov’d  by 
chance  out  of  its  walk,  which  his  Servants  know  by  privy 
Tokens  ; he  is  in  a cold  fweat,  and  never  forgives  the  Male- 
factor. He  turn’d  away  a Servant  t’other  day,  for  not  making 
him  three  Legs,  at  his  coming  in  5 though  he  came  to  tell 
him  his  Houfe  was  on  fire.  If  he  were  call’d  away  in  hafte  to 
Heaven,  he  would  not  ftir  a foot,  till  he  had  put  on  a clean 
Band,  a pair  of  white  Gloves,  up  to  his  Elbows,  brufh’d  his 
Cloaths,  and  ereded  his  Muftacho’s. 

Enter  Sforza  and  Intrigo,  walking  together: 
Trivultio  and  Vifconti  fpy  them. 

-Yonder’s  Intrigo  with  the  Count. 

Triv.  I,  and  he  walks  as  ftately  as  an  affronted  Turky- 
cock.  As  fare  as  I live,  the  Doge  has  (poke  to  him,  if  it  were 
but  to  call  him  Rogue  or  Rafcal,  or  bid  him  ftand  out  of 
the  way. 

Vifc.  He  takes  no  notice  of  us,  becaufe  he  thinks  he’s  in 
better  company.  Tour  fervant  Signior  Intrigo. 

(intrigo  nods  like  a Grandee . 
Scarce  to  be  fpqjjte  with ! Let’s  hearken  a little. 

Int.  Pfhaw ! the  lofs  of Candia  was  inconsiderable;  a Plot  of 
the  Grand  Council,  to  betray  the  Turks  into  a greater  Secu- 
rity : O’my  knowledge,  ameer  Trap.  But  do  you  hear  the 
news  ? 

Sfor.  What,  Sir,  I befeech  you? 

Int.  Marry,  Sir,the  Great  Doge  of  Venice  yefterday  morning 
and  no  longer  fince,  about  eight  of  the  clock,  inamoft  ad- 
mirable grave,  prudential  Temper,  put  on  a pair  of  great 
French  Pantaloons. 

Sfor.  Is’t  poffible ! but  what  will  the  people  fay  of  thefe 
innovations  ? 

Int.  I’marry, Sir, that’s  the  worft  on’t.  I’m  afraid  (under  the 
Rofe  ) pray  let  it  go  no  farther,  ’twill  breed  no  good  Bloud 
with  the  ill-affedea.  An  high  point  of  the  Prerogative,  to  al- 
ter the  fumptuary  Laws,  without  advice  of  the  Senate.  There 
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arefbme  per fons  about  his  Highnefi Well,  I’ll  fay  no 

more}  yet,  if  it  appears  to  be  done,  with  the  approbation 
of  the  Grand  Council,  I warrant  you  ’tis  an  Hieroglyphic 
that  imports  fomething. 

Sfor . Nototherwife — 

Int.  What  did  Agejilaus  ride  on  a Hobby-horfe  for,  but  to 
teach  his  Children  Humility  > What  did  Angufins  lye  with 
Senators  Wives  for  ? not  for  his  Lechery,  I warrant  you  5 but 
to  difcover  their  Councils,  as  Tacitus  -jTrivultio  falls  a (ing- 
admirably  has  it. — O brave!  do  youc  ing  & dancing. 
ever  think  to  be  a Privy  Counfellor,at  this  rat Q>~[HeJtngs  0 n. 
Well,  Trivultio^l  pity  thee : thou  haft  a great  deal  of  Wit, but 
no  Judgement  at  all. 

Triv.  Then  I fhould  be  a mad-man. 

hit.  Thou’lt  never  make  a States-man. 

Triv.  Im forry  for’t.  But  (hall I ever  make  a Courtier  > 

Iut.  Tm  afraid  not.  Let  me  CezAMeafures  his  height  with 
Scarce  tall  enoughs  he  muft  be  a pro-j  his  Hand  or  Cane. 
per,  ftraight,  or  at  leaft,  a ftiff-going  uniform  Man,  that 
undertakes  that  Province  5 elfe  no  hopes  of  him  : he  muft 
ftrive  to  be  always  in  the  Prince's  Eye,  and  feen  in  a 
Croud. 

Triv.  Sejanns  loft  himfelf  with  a pair  of  low  heel'd 
Shooes. 

Int.  Very  right.  Sir  : Moreover, give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
you  underftand  not  the  language  ot  the  upper  Sphere. 

Triv.  What’s  that,  good  Sir  ? 

Int.  Marry,  Sir, under  the  Types  of  Balls,  Playes,  Hawking 
and  Hunting,  and  fuch  fmall  matters,  are  comprehended  the 
gi  eateft  fecrets  of  State  : and  you  feldom  hear  Courtiers  talk- 
ing of  any  thing  elfe. 

Triv.  That’s  true  enough. 

Int.  And  do  you  think  Courtiers  fo  ignorant,  as  a man 
would  take  ’em  to  be  ? by  no  means  : they  appear  lb  only  to 
deceive  us : As  for  example  } in  the  Parable  of  Hunting, 
Horfes  fignify  Princes  5 Hounds,  Soldiers  } Foxes  and  Hares, 
Rebels  and  Sectaries  5 Gunners  and  Pochers,  are  Jeluits : and 
if  ever  you  chance  to  hear  ’em  talk  of  on  old  grave  Man  in 
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the  Field,  with  a gret  Montero  Cap  on,  then  you  may  fwear 
the  Pope  has  a hand  in  the  bufinels. 

Triv.  Blefs  us  all ! very  ftrange ! 

Enter  Mafquerades  upon  the  Piazza,  with  all  forts  of 
ridiculous  Difguifes . 

bit.  Oh  horrid!  the  fcum  of  the  Earth,  the.  reproach  of  the 
Republick,  an  inundation  of  Vanity  ! 

Triv.  Well  laid  Boys,  to  him  again}  y He  offers  to  go  arrays 
thefe  fello  ws  know  him  as  well  as  we.  rtheypujh  him  to  and  fro 

Fife.  How  properly  they  abule  him ! %o  keep  him  in . 

Triv.  To  him  again  long  Note}  this  fellow  will  never  out- 
live the  Carnival  5 come,  now  let's  away  to  Cornantis . 

Qlntrigo  runs  out  from  him.  Exeunt  Trivultio  & Vifconti. 

After  the  ridiculous  Habit  come  in  Ladies  of  all  Dreffes  5-  and 
after  them,  Enter  Parhelia  the  Doge' s Daughter , with  Au- 
rana  and  Melinda,  with  Attendants. 

Aur.  But,  in  good  earneft,  Madam,  did  you  never  acquaint 
the  Count  with  your  Paflion,  by  words,  or  Meflage  ? 

Park.  Never } but  now  will  I appear  to  him  in  Dreams  and 
Vifions,  and  make  him  love  by  Infpiration  : IT1  haunt  him  in 
as  many  (hapes  as  a Spirit,  that  invites  a Man  to  find  out  a hid- 
den Treafure : I’ll  try  his  Love,  by  all  the  Arts  of  Woman. 

Mel.  What  needs  that  torture,  Madam  ) Men  on  the  Rack 
will  ftill  out-talk  the  Truth}  Swear,  Lye,  Blafpheme,  for 
prefent  eafe. 

Aur.  To  your  Guard,  Madam}  the  Count  comes  up  to- 
wards us,  but  our  Gallants  are  fled. 

Park.  That's  as  I would  have  it } clap  on  your  Masks,  and 
1 et’s  give  him  a broad  fide. 
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- V . - . . : 

Sings  a Song  to  the  Theorbo. 

IEt  us  turn  ZJfurers  of  Time, 

^ And  not  miff  end  an  hour  5 
The  prefent^  not  the  future3 s in  our  poxvr. 

Tothinkjo  Jpend  what3 s not  our  owns  a Crime , 

He  whoje  Joft  lifes  in  mirth  pojfeft^ 

Enjoy es  his  time  with  intereji. 

Love>  and  a Mufe , 

Brings  ZJfe  on  ZJfe  5 

For  Money]  sTut  the  Slave^  and  Time  the  Meafure , 
And  Wit  the  Handmaid7  Love  the  Queen  of  Pleafure « 

Park.  Sir,  if  this  rude  addrefi  may  find  from  you, 

Or  Credit,  or  Excufe,  there  is  a Lady. 

Has  oft  wifh'd  you  happy  : whether  through 
Love  to  Juftice,  which  would  ceafe  to  be  fo 
Were  fhe  not  tributary  to  your  Merits  i 
Or  fbme  kind  (ecret  Charm  which , ftrongly  ties 
All  unconcern'd  Spectators  to  be  partial. 

I’ll  not  determine  : . yttr  in  all  dubious  (ports 
As  well  as  War,  where.'Art  knd  Courage  rule, 

. She  wifh'd  you  dill  vi&orious,  and  you  prov’d  To : 
Therefore  (lie  thanks  you,  for  her  joys  receiv'd. 

Sfor.  Madam,  did  not  my  faith  in  you  out-weigh 
Th'  opinionof;myfelfr  and  unbelief 
Were  not  a greater  fin  than  arrogance 
I ne'r  ihould  harbor  fuch  a.flatt'ring  thought : 

Yet  had  I dar’d  to  Hope  my  abjcCf  Fortune 
Could  move  the  precious  cares  of  a fan  Lady  $ 

Sure  I had  (purr'd  Ambition,  though  J-de  tir'd  her. 

Park . If  Paffiorfs  bitter  Throes  frail  Women  hidt$ 

They  filence  Love  through  Modefty  or  Pride. 

My  thoughts  from  fuch  accufers  are  exempt. 

This  keeps  off  other's  laughter,  your  contempt  ^Pointing 
I fhall  mo  longer  then  fapprefs  my  fires  : Sher  Mafq 

Sublime  Defats  may -juftify  Defires>  \ 
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IfLove’saVertue,  ’tis  by  all  Men  known 
Ufeful  to  (how,  and  Glorious  to  own : 

If  ’tis  a Vice  that  Women  (hould  deteft  , 

Yet  Crimes  become  left  finful  when  confeft.  Exit. 

Sfor.  Methinks  I find  feme  Lightning  pierce  my  Heart ! 
Heav’ns!  what  a Voice,  a Wit,  a Shape,  an  Air! 

The  Face  is  kept  for  nothing  but  delpair, 

And  yet  (he  feems  to  love,  butgives  no  hopes 
Of  feeing  her  unmasqu’d.  Well,  ’tis  no  matter 
Howa  Man  plays  his  Cards,  if  Women  (hew  their  Hands. 

Oh  I’m  content  (he  may  be  ever  veil’d  5 
My  Heart’s  too  narrow  to  contain  more  Love : 

It  will  boil  over  like  fome  flaming  Mountain, 

And  burn  the  Vital  Regions  round  about  it. 

Religion’s  veil’d  in  Types  from  vulgar  Eyes  5 
None  e’re  return’d  to  tell  Celeftial  joys. 

If  Heav’n  were  left  for  ev’ry  one  to  fee, 

Heav’n  would  be  Hell, with  too  much  company.  Exit. 

The  Scene  Cornanti’s  Houfe. 

Enter  Bellinganna  and  Vjgilia. 

Bell.  This  Trrvnltio  is  a pretender  to  my  Coufin  Annina,  j 
He’s  a handlbme  young  fellow,  and  talks  well. 

Vigil.  And  the  other  is Signiara  Melindas  Servant. 

Bell.  The  very  feme. 

Vigil.  But  I think  their  Miftr^fes  are  kept  up  (b  clofe,  p 
That  the  Gallants  are  at  liberty. 

Enter  Cornanti  furioufly. 

Cor.  Hell  and  Damnation ! nothing  draw  out 
But  Airy  Bankrupt,  gawdy  Butterflies, 

The  Apes  of  chattering  Frenchmen , that  boaft 
Of  every  Ladies  favour  they  once  ifew,  / 

Or  once  but  heard  of! 

I’ll  flop  your  peep-holes,  and  your  rjalouzies  , 

And  here’s  my  Juftice  for  thy  next  offence.  [Shews  his  Dagger. 
Bell.  Oh  Heav’ns!  be  pleas’d  to  hear,  ,n  , j ' 

Cor. 
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Cor . I'll  no  more., 

Impudent  Strumpet  5 ftir  not  from  thy  Chamber, 

Nor  you  from  her,  Vigilia:  Eunuch , lock 'em  in, 

And  guard  thedoor$  and  you,  jf acomo. 

See  that  the  Eunuch  execute  his  charge. 

Let  no  man  enter  upon  pain  of  death, 

But  Father  Scrutinio  the  Confeffor,  he  may  fecure 

Unftable  airy  Minds,  with  ftrong  prefervatives 

OfHolinels,  , and  wifely  throw  in  Seeds 

Of  Virtue,  pregnant  Grounds  to  keep  from  Weeds. 

Exeunt  Bell,  and  Vigil,  the  door  jhut  upon  them 

«► 

Knocking  without . Enter  Scrutinio  the  Confeffor, 

Oh,  here  comes  thefearcher  for  prohibited  Goods. 

Yet  ’tis  well,  if  this  Confeffion  have  not  the  effett  of  vomiting. 
To  make  Men  the  more  ravenoufly  hungry  afterwards. 
Welcome,  reverend  Father,  thrice  welcome,  and  infeafbn. 

Scrut.  I’m  glad,  Sir.  you  are  one  ofthofe,that  give  our  Coat 
Its  primitive  efteem:  'twill  not  be  loft,  Sir, 

Twill  not  be  loft,  nor  unrewarded  long. 

Cor.  I hope  fome  years  yet.  \__A(ide. 

My  Wife  attends  your  F atherhood  within. 

Oh,  Sir,  Confefs  her  ftriftly  : there  has  been 
Of  late  fome  fecret  practice,  lean  tell  you,  — f Draws  it  out 
That  {hould  not  be — May  not  a Husband  have  j*  ridiculoujly . 
A little  Item. , or  fo,  how  things  do  go  ? 

Scrut.  Wicked,  and  blafphemous ! repent  that  thought. 

In  what  ftorms  is  this  poor  Man  toft,  wanting 
Religion's  Ballaft ! 

Cor.  Oh  what  a feeble  Fort's  a Woman’s  Heart, 

Betray’d  by  Nature,  and  befieg'd  by  Art ! 

Ohreprefent  the  horror  of  the  Crime  3 
Give  Vice  thedarkeft  and  the  uglieftlhade, 

And  put  the  Devil  in  aMalquerade. 

Scrut.  Sir,  we  can  add  wry  Mouths,  and  Horns,  and  Claws, 
And  Prayer-provoking  Tails,  as  we  fee  caufe  3 
But,  Sir,  'tis  ftrange  you  fhould  inftruft  me  thus 
In  an  employment  fo  well  known  to  us. 
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Is  Jealoufie  than  Confciencemore  fevere? 

My  Duty  lefs  Religious  than  your  Fear  ? 

Cor . Well,  ’tis  enough  Boy, guide  the  Reverend  Father  in. 

Exit  Scrut. 

Well,  now  the  Guards  are  fet,  the  Garrifon  (ecure, 

111  go  ramble,  and  enquire  after  this  Purchafe 
Trwkltio  (poke  of.  Yet  hold — not  to  Trwultioy 
Left  he  come  hither  again  a vidting, 

WithaPoxto  him:  111  treat  with  himby  a Friend. 

Hold  again — But  if  \Ojftrs  to  go , and  flop. 

Thisfecrecy  be  a Gallants  higheft  quality, 

Topleafethe  Femals,  curb’d  by  Fear  and  Honor } 

May  notthefePriefts  beheldfecure  Offenders, 

Whom  fear  of  Death  obliges  to  be  filent? 

Or,  were  there  no  fuch  Law,  why,  then 
They  re  Favorites  of  neceflity,  not  choice, 

Or  Prudence : like  to  chief  Minifters  of  State, 

Who  dive  lb  far  into  their  Mafters  Secrets, 

Tis  dangerous  to  refufe  to  (how  ’em  more. 

Well,  fearch no  farther,  Realon^  Faith, take  place: 

Old  Age  and  Piety  refolve  this  Cafe.  Exit 

The  Scene,  The  Piazza  of  St.  Mark. 

Enter  Intrigo  and  Circumftantio. 

Well,  Circumflantio , now  give  account  of  the  Meflage  I 
gave  you  this  morning,  and  all  the  memorable  occurrences  of 
your  journey  5 but  remember  withal , that  you  muft  make 
your  approaches  regularly  to  your  Betters,  and  in  due  form: 
not  leap  upon  ’em,  and  take  ’em  by  aflault,  or  ftorm  ’em. 

Circ . Then,  Sir,  with  due  (ubmiflion  to  your  Honourable 
prudence.- 

Int . Or  rather  thus.  Striking  (ail  to  your  intellettual  Gra- 
vity. 

tire . Striking  fail  to  your  Heftical  Gravity 

Int . Why,  I hope  it  is  no  Difcafe,  Circumflantio , but  the 
moft  perfect  ftate  of  mind. 

Che * 
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Ore.  Why,  did  not  your  Worfhip  bid  me  make  my  re- 
proaches regularly  to  your  Honors  Worfhip  ? 

Int.  Still  erroneous.  Well,  goon  to  thy  Meflage. 

Ore.  Well  then,  Sir,  going  to  go,  according  to  your  Wor- 
fhips  Command,  as  much  as  to  lay,  according  to  my  Duty,  as 
much  as  to  (ay,  to  fetch  the  Naples  Waftcoats  of  Don  Henri - 
quez  the  Spanijh  Merchant  3 I had  no  (ooner  got  to  the  end 
of  theftreet,  but,  as  fure  as  my  Grandfather  was  at  Lepantoy 
who  fhould  I meet  with  but  honeft  Lorenzo , Count  Sforzas 
Man,  my  old  Comrogue^  if  your  Worfhip  chance  to  fee  him, 
hes  a Red-headed  fellow,  and  goes  with  his  Hat  turn  cl  up  on 
one  fide,  with  afilver  Button,  and  a brown  Suit  of  Cloaths, 
a little  out  at  the  Elbows. 

Int.  Wondrous  exaft!  [_A(tde. 

Ore.  So  in  we  went  into  a little  Houfe,  to  take  our  morn- 
ings draught  together  3 by  the  fame  token  there  was  in  the 
roomwelate  in,  an  old  Worm-eaten  Cup-board,  two  Tables, 
withagreazy  Curtain  betwixt  ’em,  four  Forms,  and  three 
Joyn’d-ftools. 

Int.  Admirably  punctual ! He  improves  daily.  [Afide. 

Ore.  And  on  the  Walls  were  decypher  cl  certain  Warlike 
Inftruments,  like  Cannons  or  Battering  Rams , which  I con- 
ceive to  have  been  done  with  thefinoak  of  a Candle. 

Int.  Alas!  feme  antient  Frefco-pieceof  a Romane  Battel: 
I’ll  enquire  farther  of  it.  \_Mde^Jkakjng  his  Head. 

Ore.  Our  Liquor  exhaufted,  and  our  reckoning  paid,  out 
I went  into  the  ftreet  again  towards  Don  Henriques  as  faft  as 
ever  I could  run,  but,  as  (ure  as  my  Grandfather  was  at  Lepanto , 
who  fhould  I meet  with  at  the  next  turning,  but  a whorfon 
Chimny-lweeper  — 

Int.  W elLOrciintJlantzo,  Fm  a little  in  hafte,  Iwilldilpenfe 
with  any  farther  occurrences : go  on  to  the  point,  and  give 
me  an  account  of  the  Naples  Waftcoats. 

Ore.  Oh  Lord,  Mafter,  are  you  mad, to  interrupt  me  > why, 
then  my  ftory’s  at  an  end  3 I cannot  tell  one  (y liable  more,  it  I 
were  to  dye  forft,  unlefs  I begin  again,  word  for  word. 

Int.  Nay,  prithee  proceed  for  once  3 Fm  in  hafte. 

Ore.  Why,  Iteliyou’tis  impoffible,  Your  Worfhip  com- 

C 2 manded 
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manded  me  to  forget  no  circumftances  ofmy  journey,  and  my 
Headislbfull  of  'em,  and  they  are  rang'd  in  liich  order,  that* 
being  once  put  out  of  it,  I cannot  {peak  one  word  more  for- 
wards, if  I were  to  be  hang'd. 

Int.  Believe  it,  I fear  this  admirable  method  turns  to  an  in- 
firmity. W ell,  we  will  reftify  this  at  another  time.  Exeunt.. 

Enter  Scrutinio,  Trivultio. 

Scrut.  I'm  lorry,  Sir,  to  find  you  lb  incredulous^ 

Were  there  no  evidence  of  future  Worlds, 

Yet  it  were  worth  the  while  to  wave  a little 
Th’uneafy  fins  ofover-adred  Life, 

And  play  at  Hazard  for  fuch  high  rewards. 

Who  would  not  ftake  a Cottage  for  a Kingdom? 

Triv.  Sir,  there  are  few  grow  rich  at  Lotteries, 

But  thofe  who  keep  'em  5 yet  I am  all  faith, 

But  cannot  think  that  Nature  prompts  to  crimes. 

Would  Heav'n  make  Laws  on  purpofe  to  be  broke  ? 

Put  Cats  and  Mice  into  a Cheft  of  Glades? 

Scrut . Oh,  Sir,  forbear,  forbear  5 in  thefe  dark  points 
The  more  we  leek,  the  lels  we  find : 

Like  Men-that  Hunt  in  wide  andlhady  Forrefts, 

Purlue  the  Game  till  they  have  loft  themlel ves. 

In  this  deep  Gul£  ftiort  Reafon's  Plummet  cannot 
Sound  to  the  bottom,  till  by  Faith  'tis  lengthn'd. 

But,  Sir,  let  Faith  afide  5 you  are  a Man 
Of  Honour,  and  of  noble  Bloud,  you  fear 
To  do  an  injury,  more  than  take  one  ? 

Triv . I,  were  there  no  Religion. 

Scrut . You  would  not 

Defraud  your  neighbor  of  the  meaneft  good  ? 

Triv . No,  nottheleaft. 

Scrut . And  yet  you'll  take  away  the  greatelh 
Then  do  you  think  a Woman  no  great  good? 

Triv.  No,  faith,  don't  I. 

Scrut.  Not  a Wife? 

Triv.  No5  wotft  of  all* 

Scrut . 


Or,  The  Man  of  'Bus'nefs. 

Scrut.  Notabelov’d  one,  or  aMiftrefs? 

Triv.  That  may  require  Reflexion. 

Scrut . Then  know  you  not  the  fair  and  young  Wifeof  old 
Signior  Cornanti. 

Triv . I hope,  if  Che  be  fo,  he  is  too  wife  t’expofe  her  to  be 
known. 

Scrut . Alas,  who  can  be  fecure  from  inquifitive  Adultery  ? 
Did  not  you  attempt  her  Honor? 

Triv . Who,  I,  Sir, — What  the  Devil  means  this  ? [A(lde. 

Scrut . Add  not  one  fin  to  another,  by  denying  it : the 
circumftanceswill  convince  you. 

Triv . ’Tis  true,  Sir,  I faw  her  at  her  Houfe  this  morning, 
and  put  the  jealous  Coxcomb  her  Husband  into  acoldfwSb, 
but,  what  more  ? 

Scrut , Oh,  Sir,  deny  it  not,  for  Heaven’s  fake.  The  truth 
of  this  was  witnefs’d  by  her  Tears.  You  came  afterwards  to 
her  Window,  which  looks  to  the  Strada  Nuova , and  gave  her 
fome  Mufick. 

Triv . Oh,  are  you  there,  Sir?  I never  did  this  5 but  it  feerrrs 
fhehas  a mind  I fhould  doit.  Rare  Wench.  [AJide. 

Well,  Sir,  5tis  a folly  to  deny  fuchmanifefl:  proofs 

Scrut . Are  you  a man  of  Honor  now,  and  Juftice, 

To  catch  at  that  which  cannot  be  reftor’d? 

Oh,  Sir,  conceive  the  horror  of  the  crime 
If  adfed,  doubly  mortal. 

The  High-way  Thief,  that  bids  a man  deliver, 

Though  valour,  orfbme  accident,  frees th’affaulted. 

By  moft  of  Humane  Laws  fnall  fuller  death, 

Triv . Lovers  are  rather,  Sir,  blind  High- way  Beggars, 
That  nothing  ask,  but  what  the  Ladies  in  the  Coach 
Are  able  both,  and  willing  to  be  rid  of. 

Scrut.  Compare  not  Charity  with  vicious  Love. 

Triv.  Lance  me  no  farther,  Father  5 1 feel  already 
Moft  fharpcompun&ion,  and  beg  thefalve  ofPennance. 

Scrut.  Ifyoubeferious,  find  me  in  my  Cell: 

I have  difcharg  d my  Meflage.  Exit . 

Triv.  And  an  excellent  one,  ysfaith,  for  thy  Coat ! Oh  moft 
Divine  Bellinganm ! this  was  a Mafter-piece  : there  is  Leche- 
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ry  in  the  very  contrivance.  As  hire  as  I live,  her  Husband  has 
fo  ftreightly  confin'd  her,  that  (he  can  make  ufe  of  no  body 
elfe.  A man  had  need  to  have  his  wits  about  him,  in  this 
quick-fighted  Philofophical  Age, wherein  whoring  is  improv’d 
to  a liberal  Science,  and  deferves  the  confideration  of  a Soci- 
ety. I’ll  lofe  as  little  time  as  I can,  but  to  the  Window  by 
and  by  towards  the  Stradu-Nuova. 

Oh  I!  there  ’tis.  Exit. 

Enter  Sforza  tvalkjng  alone, 

-5 for.  The  State  decrees  me  Honors  and  Commands  5 
Irorwant  I wealth,  the  Dregs  and  Lees  of  Virtue, 

Its  groleft  part,  but  that  which  keeps  it  working: 

Fame  is  my  waiting-Woman,  every  where  fo  officious. 

That  (he  is  troublefome  5 yet  cannot  I fupprefs 
A new-born  Paffion,  for  an  unknown  Lady. 

This  Love  ulurps  upon,  and  baffles  all  enjoyments  elfe: 

Tis  like  Religion,  oris  a kind  of  one, 

Which  makes  us  dull  and  fenfelefs  to  all  other  things  5 
While  we  are  wrapt  in  (plendid  Contemplations : 

And  this  Amour  of  mine  is  a high  piece  of  Faith, 

Unfeen  Perfections,  undifeover’d  W orlds ! 

Im  like  the  word  of  Prodigals,  that  Sign  to  Blanks, 

And  blindfold  pafs  Eftates  without  all  power 

Of  Revocation.  Oh!  thefePaffions 

Are  but  the  cracks  and  fplinters  of  the  Soul, 

Shatter'd  and  bruis’d  by  fome  external  Power, 

Which  might  fecurely  lye  in  its  own  Haven. 

Mens  minds,  like  Kingdoms,  never  fo  much  flourifh 
As  when  they  raifo  the  price  of  Native  Goods, 

Andfet  low  values  upon  Forreign  Wares. 

Parhelia  appears  at  a Grill  immasmd^  then  foe  Masques 
her  felf  and  foeaks  to  him. 

Parh.  Sforza , Sforza.  , 

Sfor.  Ha ! A Woman’s  voice  P [ Starts . 

J Parh. 
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Park.  I,  and  a Friends : draw  neat  5 
Difdain  becomes  a Lover  more  than  Fear. 

Sfor.  My  Goddefs  too,  I think  3 ’tis  hard  to  know 
Our  Friends  reveal’d  3 difguis’d,  Vis  much  morefo. 

Park.  IfAttions  more  than  Looks,  the  mind  declare, 

Then  learn  to  love  3 but  who  ’tis,  take  no  care. 

Sfor.  Madam,  the  Eye  as  well  as  Ear,  would  feafl:  ^ 

Carve  not  for  one  alone,  but  every  Gueft : ? 

Or,iffome  wait,  yet  Love  would  fee  atleaft.  ^ 

JParh.  Why  fhouldft  thou  think  that  pleafeire  to  confine 
Which  all  Men  that  have  Eyes,  muft  (hare  with  thine  ? . 

The  beauty  of  the  Souls  the  ground  of  Love, 

And  her  Ideas,  in  the  face  do  move : 

For  no  Man  is  to  White  and  Red  inclin’d  3 
But  to  the  Air,  the  Picture  of  the  mind  : 

Then,  if  the  Soul  will  (how  itfelfasclear 
Without  the  Face,  her  weak  Interpreter  3 
Sureheis  wife  that  with  the  Sov’raign  Treats: 

Courtiers  and  Mediators  oft  prove  Cheats. 

Sfor . The  Soul,  with  all  her  Maids  and  Spies, 

Comes  down  to  Dance,  and  Revel  in  the  Eyes  3 \ 

And  Ihallwetruft the  Tongue,  thefalfeftpart 
In  Woman-kind,  next  to  the  Heart? . 

Parh.  I fcorn  to  be  ador’d  the  vulgar  way : . 

If  fair,  I you  3 if  foul,  my  felf  betray. 

But  hope  thebeft,  true  Love  will  pafi  a V eil : ; 

YourFaith  may  faveyou,  when  your  Works  do  fail 
Sfor.  When  the  Soul  grants  what  Reafon  makes  her  fee, 

That  is  true  Faith,  what’s  more’s  credulity. 

Parh.  Difpair  more  Souls,  than  does  Preemption  flay  3 
And  Hope  fendsMen  to  Hell  the  Tweeter  way. 

Sfor.  Fightnotfo  weak  a Foe,  and  ufea  Shield: 

Youlye  in  Ambufli3 1,  in  openField. 

’Tis  I that  Fight  upon  unequal  Ground. 

Parh.  ’Tis  you  that  Fight,  and  can  receive  no  Wound 
Sfor.  Oh!  Iam  wounded 3 but  {hall  lingring  dye: 

Give  me  the  blow  of  Mercy  from  your  Eye. 

[One  calls  within]  Madam* 
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Parh.  I’m  call’d  away,  Farewel: 

Inth’  afternoon  you’ll  find  me  here  again. 

Sfor.  Oh,  admirable.  Divine  Perfon ! Oh  I am  all  on  fire ! 
If  this  Lady  (hould  have  an  ill  Face,  to  fo  excellent  a Soul,  it 
were  the  greateft  Cheat  that  ever  was  put  upon  the  World. 
But,  if  it  be  fo,  ’tis  in  mercy  to  Mankind  , an  Antidote  to  her 
poifon,  as  moftdefcruftive  Creatures  carry  with  them: 

Or  elfe  the  W orld  would  be  deftroy’d  once  more  } 

Now,  by  her  Flames,  as  by  the  Waves,  before.  Exit. 


ACT  II.  Scene  I. 

T rivnltio^  and  Boy. 

THisisthe  backfide  of  Cornantzs  Palace,  and  this  his 
Ladies  Chamber  Window  the  Confeflbr  (poke  of 
There  is  no  failing  of  Women  at  their  critical  mi- 
nutes, if  you  do,  they’l  hate  you  ever  after,  and  think  you 
want  vigor,  or  apprehenfion.  Counfels  in  Love,  like  Strata- 
gems in  War,  are  to  be  taken  on  the  fuddain,  when  you  find 
the  Enemy  in  diforder,  or  your  own  Men  fitted  for  a&ion. 
I’ll  give  her  a Song}  but  none  of  your  whining  Ditties  to  Wo- 
men of  experience.  Boy,  play  the  Tune  I told  you  of. 

The  Boy  Plays , and  Bellinganna  appears  at  the  Win- 
dow, Vigilia  her  Duegna  in  a Veil  and  Muffler 
peeping  after  her . 

Bell.  Tis  Trivultio . 

Boy  or  Trivultio  Sing, 

Cn  lipid,  I [corn  to  beg  the  Art 
j From  thy  imaginary  Throne  } 

To  learn  to  wound  another s Heart , 

Or  how  to  heal  my  own . 

Jf  fhe  be  coy , My  Airy  Mind 
Brooky  not  a Siege  : if  flje  be  kind , 

She  proves  my  Scorn , that  was  my  Wonder  3 
For  Towns  that  yield  I hate  to  plunder . 


Or,  The  Man  of  eBus*mfs . 17 

Love  is  a Game , Hearts  are  the  Prize , 
jPr/^/e  fie  Stakes^  Art  throws  the  Dice  : 

When  cithers  won 
The  Game  is  done. 

Love  is  a cowar  d?  hunts  the  flying  Prey? 

Butrwhen  it  once flands flill , Love  runs  away. 


Enter  Intrigo. 

Tnt.  Ha  ! now  (hall  I find  one  of  his  Miftrefles  Lodgings 
and  be  reveng’d  of  him  for  his  Dilapidations.  Truft  me^  ’tis 
the  backfide  ofCornantis  Palace.  A brave  Lady  indeed. 

Bell.  [ Looking  out.~]  A very  indifferent  Lover  ! What,  Tri~ 
vltio  attempting  the  Honor  of  a Senators  Wife?  Here's  a 
penitential  Note  for  you. 

[Throws  down  a Payer  and  retires • 

Triv.  Bleft  Vifion,  ftay  a little.  She’s  gone  ? but  that’s  her 
Body,  hereVher  Soul.  [Takfs  up  the  Letter  and  open  sit. 

My  Husband  fears  no  Devils  but  your  White  ones:  there- 
fore for  the  fecurity  of  his  Perfon,  he  has  juft  now  Lent  out 
his  fervant  J acomo,  to  buy  a Negro  Slave  : put  your 
felf  into  that  Colour  and  Habit,  and  find  means  to  befold  to 
him,  and  you  fhall  be  affur’d  of  a kind  Reception. 

Ha  ! a Negro  Lover  ? for  ought  I know  to  abufe  me.  I’ll  not 
leave  my  felfwholy  to  your  difcreti  on, Madam, for  all  my  great 
Paflion}  111  find  a cleanlier  way  than  that,  fure$  Let  me  foe : 
I'll  fend  for  the  old  Goffip  that  appear’d  at  the  Window,  and 
corrupt  her : there’s  none  of ’em  proof  againft  ten  Ghee  quins? 
and  5/irz>^has(upply'dmewith  Money  enough.  HowSandh- 
fy’dly  (hall  I look  in  a long  Veil  and  a Chin-cloth  ! 

Boy.  Oh, Sir,  I know  a Chare-woman  that  haunts  the  Houfe 
every  day. 

Triv.  Send  her  away  prefently, and  let  her  promife  theD;/^- 
na  ten  Checquins  to  come  to  my  Lodging.In  the  mean  time  will 
I go  fee  what  ditertifement  the  Church  affords , where  I fhall 
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meet  all  the  good  company.  I love  to  (hoot  at  a whole  Co- 
vey at  once  5 ten  to  one  but  lome  drop. 

Trivultio  puts  hk  Note  towards  hk  pocket,  and 
drops  it,  and  Exit  with  his  Boy.  Intrigo  comes 
and  takes  it  up,  and  reads  it  to  kitnfelf 

Jnt.  What  a Jewel  is  here  neglefted  by  this  idle  young  fel- 
low ! no  wiier  than  JEfop's  Cock.  Oh  the  giddinefs  of  thefe 
Kicklhaw-Gallants ! ’tis  a high  point  of  Wifdom  to  take  occa- 
fion  by  the  forelock : take  heed  of  her  bald  Pate  as  long  as 
you  live.  I muft  not  let  this  flip  however.  Exit. 

The  Scene,  A Churchy  full  of  Ladies . 

Enter  Parhelia,  Aurana,  and  Melinda,  walking. 

Mel . Your  Courting  the  Count  in  a Masque,  is  the  whole 
Town-talk. 

Aur.  And  every  body  s gueffingwho  you  are. 

Park.  And  no  body  right  I hope. 

Aur.  Vm  fure  we  fiiffer  fort,  and  could  hardly  get  leave  to 
come  to  Church  to  day. 

Park.  Alas,  poor  prifoners  $ I’m  in  perfedt  freedom. 

Aur . But  do  you  hear  how  Cornanti  guards  my  poor  Cou- 
fin  Belfinganna  ? 

Parh.  I hear  from  her  hourly.  But  hark  you  Melinda. , (hall 
I ask  you  a hard  queftion?  will  you  lend  me  your  Gallant  for 
an  hour  or  two,  for  a defign  I have  ? 

Mel.  Content,  Madam. 

Parh.  I am.  inform’d  Count  Sforza  will  be  here  prefently.. 
In  this  new  Habit /tis  impofiible  to  know  me:  Fll  pretend  ta 
be  another  Woman,  and  try  his  conftancy. 

Mel  What  a pretty  device  will  that  be ! 

Parh.  I’ll  leave  you,  that  he  may  not  guefi  me  be  by  my 
company.  r Puts  on  her  Masque , and /lips 

1 into  the  croud. 
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Enter  Vifconti  ,•  comes  up  to  Melinda. 

Fsfc.  Madam,  well  met. 

Mufti  owe  this  to  Fortune,  orDefign? 

Mel.  Oh,  Sir,  Devotion  brings  unthought  of  Bleflings, 

But  happinefles  here  on  Earth  are  fhort. 

We  ha  ve  fpies  upon  us : 

As  their  Devotions  end,  fomuftour  Conference. 

Fife.  Ah  my  dear  Saint,,  thefe  fleeting  Heav’nly  V > lions 
Serve  but  t’  increafe  our  pains  by  their  privation: 

A broken  Interview  " 

Is  worfe  than  abfence  which  may  quench  defire : 

This  ferves  to  blowup,  not  enjoy  the  Fire. 

Railing  a Paffion,  leaves  us  to  its  fury  5 

There’s  no  luch  torment  as  too  (hort  a joy. 

* 

Enter  Trivultio,  and  comes  uf  to  Aurana. 

Mel.  The  fweeteft  Meats  are  the  mod  apt  to  cloy 
But  I have  found  out  an  expedient: 

My  Father  has  been  inquiring  out  a French  Mafter  for  me  $ 
Difguife  your  felf  prefently  like  one,  and  come  and  offer  your 
fer.vice  to  him : ’twill  take  my  life  ford. 

When  you  have  got  free  admiffion  to  our  Houle. 

The  ¥vmco&  Parhelia  defires  your  affiftance 
In  fome  of  her  affairs. 

Fife.  I’ll  about  it  ftrait. 

Aur.  Such  (warms  of  Beauty  fill  this  Carnival, 

That  you  muft  needs  be  ftung  that  are  (b  ventrous. 

I am  too  happy  that  I hear  no  more 
Yourfrolicks  nor  your  flatteries  at  my  Window, 

Triv.  I hate  to  fee  ourMiftreflesat  Grates 
Look  like  coop’d  Chickens  piping  for  their  Meat, ' 

Or  like  poor  Prifoners,  begging  for  an  Alms. 

And  Lovers  in  the  Streets,  like  helplefi  friends 
Who  may  uncharitably  entertain  ’em 
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With  a difcourfe  of  their  miferies. 

Bat  muft  not  lend  a farthing  to  their  Pur  fe. 

Air.  ’Tis  Men  that  are  the  Canting  Mimic  Beggars* 

Whole  Art,  not  Mifery,  attra&s  relief. 

Lve  laid  too  much,  Trivultio , were  obferv’d.  [ Turns  away. 

Triv.  Whither  fb  fad  ? 

Air.  I cannot  chufe  but  love  this  young  fellow,  for  all  his 
indifference : I love  a Man  that  knows  how  to  value  his  own 
Sex,  and  cheapen  flight-wrought  W oman. 

Triy.  Here  are  Riches,  but  Marriage  attends  it : a Golden 
Trap.  My  free-born  Genius  moves  for  Bellingamta.  Lying 
with  another  Mali’s  Wife,  is  like  invading  an  Enemies  Coun- 
trey : there’s  both  Love  and  Ambition  in’ 1 3 ’tisanenterprize 
fit  for  a great  Spirit. 

EntcrV\kom\atid  Sforza,  who  com  sup  toTrivultio. 

% 

Sfor.  Heigh  ho ! What  a Stream’s  here ! 

I wonder  much  what  makes  thefe  Females  fb  devout  5 
Is  it  their  Fear  or  their  Credulity? 

Triv.  Oh,  no.  Two  other  Graces:  Pride  and  Lechery , 

T wonder  more  that  Men,  who  fcarce  allow  them  Souls, 

Will  give ’em  leave  to  croud  into  our  Churches, 

Where  they  have  as  ill  an  effett  as  fine  ftrangers 
In  Grammar-Schools:  for,  though  the  Boys  keep  on 
Their  hum-drum  ftill,  yet  none  of  ’em  mind 
Their  Leffon  for  looking  about ’em. 

Vifc.  Oh,  Sir,  this  is  the  great  Market  of  Matrimony : 

Here ’tis  begun,  made  up,  and  broken  too. 

Triv.  Matrimony!  fbrHeaven’sfakenameitnot; 

I do  not  love  to  hear  the  found  of  Fetters. 

Sfor.  Oh,  pray  let’s  humour  him  a little,  I think  indeed  the 
ftri&nefs  of  it  was  but  a kind  of  juggle,  betwixt  theWomen- 
and  the  Fryars. 

Triv.  True,  Such  a devilifh  thing  could  never  have  been 
found  out  elfe,  ’Twas  worfe  than  the  invention  ofGunpow- 
der  3 and  ’t  has  alter’d  the  courfe  of  Love,  more  than  the 
other  has  done  of  War, 
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Vifc.  Imparity  of  Minds  is  worfe  than  Bodies  : 

And  which  two  are  of  the  lame  mind  for  ever  > 

Triv.  I,  or  at  any  time.  IfPeople  love  well,  there  needs  no 
Marriage  to  confine  ’em  5 if  not,  ’tis  cruelty  to  couple  two 
churlifh  dilagreeing  Curs,  and  fin  not  to  unloofe  em.  I would 
not  ule  my  Dogs  fo.  True  } Men  are  chain’d  in  Gallies,  Horfes 
bridled,  and  Oxen  yoak’d  to  work: 

Forflavilh  Offices  and  things  ungrateful, 

Conftraint  is  nefceflary,but  forthe  Sweetsof  Love, 

To  have  a Taskimpos’d}  t’have  Men,  like  hir’d  Town  Bulls, , 
Made  amorous  by  force,  *md  beating:  to’t ! 

Do  Men  chain  up  themfelves  at  Dinner  to  their  Tables? 

Or  do  they  Hunt,  or  Bowl,  or  Dance  in  Shackles? 

If  Marriage  is  a (port,  confinement  makes  itlels} 

IP  tis  a work,  are  drudgeries  the  better  for  being  endlefs  ? . 

Parhelia,  Mdsqud , comes  up  to  Sfbrza. 

Park.  Sir,  if you  pleafe  to  withdraw  into  this  private  Chap- 
pel,  I fhall  acquaint  you  with  a thing  that  may  (They  with- 
concern  you.  \ draiv. 

Triv . So,  faith,  he’s  engag’d,  the  Lord  knows  with  whom} 
whether  my  Miftrels,  or  another  Man’s  Wife,  no  matter.  The 
World  runs  round,  and  I’ll  be  behind  hand  with  none  of ’em. 
But  I mufl:  flip  away  to  the  old  W Oman. , Exit* 

Vifc.  Another  Familiar ! Let  me  fee.  Who  may  this  be  ? or 
who  may  it  not  be?  O’my  confeience,  this  credulous  Man  of 
Honor,  will -have  his  Throat  cut,  by  one  ofthefeCurtezans. 

[Looks  nearer* 

Park. to  Sfpr . Sir , your  accomplifhments  have  wearied  Fame,. 
Employ’d  Men’s  Tongues,  and  Ladies  Hearts,  you  keep 
A correlpondence  with  all  F emale  Breads } 

Yet  feme  deferve  that  influence  more  than  others : 

And  how  can  they  deferve ’t,  that  are  aftiam’d 
Of  their  defeats,  and  dare  notfhow  themfelves? 

Sir,,  your  Adventure’s  blaz’d  about  the  Town, 

Your  meeting  fince,  and  with  you  know  not  whom  : 

Your  Prudence  fuffers  in’t,  and  others  Pafiions  j- 

' Amongfl 
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'Amongft  them,  mine  rilbeasfreemallthings. 

As  (he's  referv’d : rmjeaknis  of  your  Fairy, 

And  am  refolv'd  to  break  all  her  Inchantments, 

If  Beauty,  Place,  or  Riches  can  uncharm  you 

Equal  to  hers  I'm  fare.  Your  Eyes  (hall  be 

My  Judges,  Tore  you  deep  Exit.  Storza  following? 

Vifconti  flops  him . 

Vifc.  What  does  (he fay  to  you? 

Sfor.  Ill  tell  you  prelently. 

Let  me  go.  Death,  now  is  (he  loft  in  the  croud! 

Vifc.  Let  her  go,  with  a pox  to  her  ^ fhel  come- again,  when 
the  fits  upon  her.  Look,  look,  here's  a pretty  Woman,  with- 
out a Mask. 

Sfor^  Thou  haft  undone  me.  [Walks  a,  turn  or  two  melancholly . 
Now  am  I like  a Partridge  betwixt  two  hooded  Hawks, 

Peck'd  at  by  both,  and  kill'd  out-right  by  neither 

I fare  like  to  fome  guiltlefs  Great  one 

Whom  arm'd,  injuftice  brings  to  his  deftruftion. 

By  Executioners  in  Vizors  tortur'd, 

Afham'd,  or  fearful,  of  the  impious  Aft.  (Persians. 

Vifc . You'll  rather  dye  the  death  of  Tub'd  and  pickl'd 
With  Honey  firft  anointed,  then  Fly-blown  to  another  World. 
Thefe  Malqueradesare  all Trapans and  Cheats: 

It  is  the  Caufe,  not  pain,  that  makes  the  Martyr  } 

I ne’r  had  lov'd,  had  I not  view’d  Melinda. 

^ Sfor.  I grant  (he's  lovely  5 but  (he's  to  be  (een. 

Tell  me  of  Angels,  thofearemy  Amours: 

Thofe  things  are  mean,  are  forc'd  to  court  the  Eyes, 

The  Porters  of  the  Soul,  to  give  'em  entrance. 

Give  me  the  Charms  that  enter  without  knocking  5 
The  intellcftual  Graces,  that,  like  Lightning, 

Pierce,  and  inflame  the  Soul,  before  they  re  (een.  Exeunt % 
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' . ' 

The  Scene,  CornantS  Houfe. 

Intrigo  like  * Moor,  Eunuch. 

Eiiti.  Here,  will  you  play  at  Cards?  [Shews himCards. 

Will  you  play  at  Mora.  ? [Opens  his  Hand^and  throws 

out  his  Fingers . 

This  fellow’s  no  better  company  than  one  of  my  Mailers  Sta- 
tues. A murrain  of  this  jealoufie,  we  (hall  never  have  but 
Mopes  and  Owls  in  our  Houfe. 

Enter  Trivultio  like  the  Duegna,  with  a Muffler  on. 

Oh,  are  you  come  ? then  my  Lady  may  come  forth. 

[ Runs  and  opens  the  door  for  his  Lady 

Enter  Bellinganna. 

Bell . Oh,  Figilia , how  does  thy  (well’d  Face  ? 

Triv.  Something  better.  Madam,  with  a Medicin  I had  from 
the  Speciale.  (Cu/tjying.) 

Intr.  May  not  this  be  an  occalion  Adequate,  or  Quadra- 
ting to  my  Deligne?  She  is  never  to  be  (poke  with,  with- 
out her  Duegna  5 and  if  (he  over-hears,they  are  all  one.  [ Afide . 

Oh,  Madam,  3 tis  I.  [ Coming  clofe  to  Bellinganna', 

Bell.  Who  are  you? 

Intr.  Oh,  ’tis  I,  ’tis  I,  ’tis  more  difcreet  not  to  nameTr/- 
vultio.  [Afide, 

Bell . Which  of  the  Is?  there’s  many  of  the  name,  Sin 
Intr.  ’Tis  lmyfelf. 

Bell.  Better  and  better:  but  who  are  you  your  {elf? 

Intr.  Oh,  Madam,  I tell  you  ’tis  I my  felf  5 who  fhould  it 
beelle?  Your  Beauty  is  the  caufe  of  my  prelent  deformity. 

Bell.  Well,  Sir,  I’m  lorry  I could  not  contrive  a better  di£ 
guile } my  Husband  is  fo  extreamly  careful  of  my  conver- 
sion, alels  would  not  have  blinded  him. 

Triv.  So,  fo,  y ’faith, the  next  word  is  into  the  Bed-chamber^ 

But  I’ll  forbid  the  Banes.  [Afide * . 
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Intr.  Madam , to  my  Conception,  this  Dilguile  is  a moft 
prudent  Veil  for  illicite  Love. 

Bell.  Methinks  Trivnltio  talks  a little  idly  : 

Pray  Heaven  he  have  the  Wit  I fancied.  [ 'A(ide . 

Intr . And,  withal,  let  me  tell  you,  Madam,  under  the  Role, 
(pray  let  it  go  no  farther)  you  are  not  the  firft.  Lady , \yhofe 
Secrets  I have  participated } and,  though  I lay  it  that  fhould 
not,  manag’d  with  circumlpeftion  and  taciturnity. 

Triv.  Ha,  ha,  he!  Under  the  Rofe!  nay  then  I fmell  a Rat, 
Oh,  I {hall  burft  with  laughing.  — — £ Afide . 

Madam,  methinks  this  Man  looks  not  like  Trivnltio. 

Bell.  Trivnltio ! why  Trivnltio}  [Seents Jlrange. 

. Triv.'  Why,  Madam,  you  walk  not  in  the  dark  to  me. 

Did  not  you  invite  him  by  your  Confeflor? 

Twas  a pretty  invention. 

Bell.  Ay  me!  Nay,  if  thefe  ConfefTors  betray  us,  what  will 
become  of  us  poor  Women  : But  who  could  have  thought 
this  Man  of  Heaven  could  have  pick’d  out  the  meaning  of  an 
amorous  Meflage  > 

Triv.  And  did  not  I lee  you  throw  down  a Note  to  Tri- 
vnltio.? 

Bell.  I,  to  abufehim. 

Triv.  I take  it  very  unkindly,  that  T,  that  have  been  em- 
ploy’d by  you,  upon  lb  many  difficult  occafions,  fhould  now 
be  left  out.  Turn  out  your  Black,  that  we  may  talk  more 
freely. 

Bell.  Pray,  Sir,  fray  without,  and  have  a little  patience. 

Int.  Patience,  Madam ! there  lies  my  Talent.  I have  wait- 
ed feven  years  for  the  kils  of  a fair  Lady’s  Hand,  and  when  it 
came,  ’twas  with  her  Glove  on  too.  Exit. 

Bell.  Oh  admirable! 

Triv.  God  b’  ye,  good  patient  Pack-Horle. 

Well,  Madam,  you  fent  for  Trivnltio , it  leems  3 but  luppole 
he  were  here,  would  you  not  difcover  him  to  your  Huf- 
band? 

Bell.  No,  indeed  : I would  employ  him  about  Ibrne  buli- 
ne6  5 but,  it  may  be,  not  liich  as  he  imagines.  He  (hall  have 
free  Ingrelsand  Regrels  rthat  s as  much  as  a civil  Woman  can 
fry.  Why 
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^ Triv.  Why  then  here  he  is. 

[Pulls  off  his  Difguife. 

Bell . Trivultio  here  and  there  too ! 

May  I believe  my  lenfes  ? 

Triv . The  very  lame. 

How  could  I think  you lov'd an  JEthiop ? 

Bell . Oh, any  Ihape  that  carried  you  within  it  [Drollingly. 
But  where  s the  old  Serpent,  whofe  Skin  you  wear  ? 

Triv.  At  myjLodging. 

Bell.  Oh  the  crafty  old  Quean  ! you  paid  her  well  for  this. 
Who  would  have^thought  this  wild  fellow  would  have  come 
upon  fo  flight  an  invitation  ! But  111  make  ufe  of  theoccafi- 
on,  for  my  Coufin  Auranas  feke,  and  to  plague  my  Husband 
for  his  jealoufie.  [A(ide. 

And  who's  this  Black  > 

Triv.  Oh,  I (hall  dye  ! — Oh,  'tis  I,  'tis  I [Laughs. 

’Tis  he  himfelf,  indeed.  Madam } the  firft  of  the  name.  An 
Original.  Who  fhould  it  be  elfe  ?, 

Bell.  Oh,  I know  him  : the  Statefman  and  the  Courtier! 

[Laughs. 

Triv.  And  the  moft  peerlefe  Coxcomb  that  ever  Nature 
made,  or  Art  improv'd  3 but  how  he  came  hither  in  this  re- 
verend Form  I was  defign'd  for,  I cannot  guefs  3 unlefs  it  were 
by  inftinft  to  be  jear'd. 

Bell.  Tis  ftrange,  unlefe  my  Husband  (ent  him  foralpy. 
Triv.  No,  no,  'twas  his  deftiny : no  conceited  trick  could 
(cape  him. 

Bell.  Put  on  your  Veil,  and  call  him  in.  [Calls  him  in. 
Re-enter  Intrigo 

Come  hither,  Sir  5 why  do  you  injure  your  (elf  (b  much,  by 
concealing  your  name?  your  grave  and  wife  deportment, 
(peaks  you  to  be  an  excellent  perfon,  whom  Fame  has  made 
known  to  me,  by  the  name  of  Intrigo. 

No  Clouds  can  keep  the  Sun  from  (hining  through  ’em. 

How  could  your  Parte  and  Prudence  be  obfcuf  d ? 
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Thole  Effences  betray  you. 

Intr.  Well,  Madam,  that  you  may  not  think  your  Favours 
mifiplac’d,  I will  not  lay  I am  the  perfon  you  Ipeak  of,  but  ne- 
ver a man  in  Italy  could  have  manag’d  this  defign  with  lo 
much  dexterity,  as  the  perlonyou  wot  of:  and,  now  I have 
laidfo  much  of  him,  I muft  beg  your  pardon,  I lhall  lay  no 
more. 

Bell.  You’reamodeftMan,  Sir.  Well,  you  are  better  read 
in  Women,  than  to  doubt  my  kindnefs  to  you.  But  this  kind 
of  Amours  muft  be  manag’d  with  much  Prudence,  Circum- 
fpe&ion,  and  Taciturnity. 

let.  Taciturnity!  my  own  words!  ’Tis  afigne  fhe  likes 
era  [Afide. 

Belt.  Here  is  my  Duegna,  without  whole  confent  we  can  do 
nothing.  The  greateft  tye  upon  her  fecrecy,  will  be  to  make 
her  party  to  the  crime : make  your  addrelfes  to  her  firft,  and 
oblige  her  with  your  Love.  You  know  the  Out-works  muft 
be  taken,  before  the  main  Garrilon:  when  that’s  done,  I will 
not  lay  you  lhall  command  me,  but  I leave  you  to  guefi  it. 

let.  Oh,  Divine  Madam.  Malvezzi,  nor  Par  eta  could  not 
have  deliverd  a more  Political  Precept.  Let  me  alone  for  this 
Province.  Now  the  God  of  Love  and  Prudence  affift  me. 

Comes  up  to  Trivultio,  and  waits  on  him  out 
moji  ceremonioujly.  Bell  .follows. 

Scene,  Grimani’x  Hmfe. 

Aurana,  Melinda : two  Duegna’s  attending  them. 

Aar.  With  much  ado  I got  leave  to  make  this  vifit.  Well, 
let  us  make  the  beft  ule  of our  time,  lince  our  Fathers  let  us  be 
together  fo  leldom.  How  goes  it  with  thy  Heart, Iweet  Coufin, 
Does  thy  Lovers  go  true  to’t  ? 

Mel.  As  punctually  as  two  Watches  that  are  leldom  wound 
up  together. 

Aar.  My  Coufi nBellinganna  has  juft  now  lent  me  word  to 
come  to  her  Houle,  where  I lhall  meet  my  wandring  dear  Tri- 
vultio. and  fix  him. 

MeL 
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Mel.  How  comes  he  there  1 

Aur.  Nay,  I know  not. 

Mel.  And  I’ll  tell  you  fomething  more:  we  muft  all  meet 
at  the  Doge s Villa 5 whence,  if  we  ever  part  uncou- 
pled, may  oportunity  never  favour  Flefh  and  Bloud  again. 

Aur.  Right  j we  are  no  frozen  Lovers  here  in  Italy.  In 
luke-warm  England,  theylflabber,  kifs,  make  Love  like  Cats 
at  midnight,  break  Gold,  promife,  contract,  and  fometimes 
ne’r  enjoy,  or  Marry  feven  years  after. 

Mel.  I,  I,  they’l  fit  at  dinner  when  their  Meat  is  cold : Ita- 
lian Stomachs  fcarce  will  ftay  for  Grace. 

Aur.  Indeed  I have  heard  ’em  fay,  they’re  an  odd  fort  of 
puling  people  in  thofe  parts,  though  they’re  fomething  mend- 
ed of  late  years. 

Enter  Grimani,  Vifeonti  like  a Frenchman. 

Mel.  Now,  Coufin,  to  let  you  fee  I’m  as  forward  as  you 
can  be,  do  you  know  this  Genleman?  a French  Mafterof 
mine. 

Aur.  Ha,  ha,  he:  Vifconti\  how  odly  he  looks! 

Grim.  Well,  Mounfou,  what  wind  brought  you  into  thefe 
parts  ? 

Fife.  De  natural  inclinafeeon  dat  me  have  had  from  a Shilde 
to  fee  de  Vorld,  and  dePayesEftranger. 

Grim.  Very-  good.  Of  other  Nations,  none  travel  but 
rich  Men,  but  the  French  go  a begging  all  over  the  World, 
and  live  better  than  at  home. 

Fife.  Mehavever  goodEftatein  France,  but  me  had  de 
raal  heur,  to  have  a kerelle  wid  meen  Coufin  Germain,  and 
had  de  good  fortune  to  wound  him  dangeroufly  wid  de 
Boutevilles  truft,  Comme  fa ! (Fences  with  his  Arms.') 

Someisretireforalittel,  and  in  de  mean  teem,  me  do  cher- 
cher  de  condifeeon. 

Grim.  A true  Frenchman  5 for  at  their  firft  acquaintance, 
they  will  tell  you  all  the  Quarrels,  and  all  the  Claps  that  ever 
they  had,  and  (how  their  Wounds  in  any  part.  ■ . .Afide. 
Well , Mounfou , befides  the  fpeaking  your  own  natural 
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Language,  what  are  the  qualities  you  are  good  at? 

Perukes °h’ me  be  good  at  & many  ding  5 me  can  make  de 

' Mel.  This  (peaks  my  Mafter  a Man  of  Quality. 

Vifc.  Me  can  fing  as  well  as  de  Eunuch  It  alien. 

Grim.  I would  he  were  one  too,  then  I might  fecurely  ad- 
mit him  into  my  Family.. r AGA* 

Well,  what  elfe  Mounfou  ? l J 

Eyi\  Oh,  me  can  Fence,  reed  de  great  Oarfe,  me  is  good 
Barbier,  good  Cuifinier,  good  Button-makere and  in  cafe 
de  neceffite,  me  can  mend  de  Breelhes,  de  Stockings,  and  de 
Ladies  Cowns. 


Grim,  Oh  the  Monfter ! from  riding  the  Great  Horfe  to 
Footing  of  Stockings ! thefe  travelling  Frenchmen  are  like 
their  Pottages,  made  up  of  everything. 

Aur.  He  Ads  it  rarely  !- [A(ide. 

Mel  But,  Mounfou , methinks  all  thefe  good  qualities 
fhould  maintain  you  in  cleaner  Linnen. 

Vifc . Oh,  deNoblels  de  France  never  put  on  de  under 
Shirt  but  once  in  de  halfe  year  5 but  fotde  Jentilefles  dat  ap- 
peare,  de  clean  Sleeve,  and  de  clean  Crevat,  every  oder 
month.  Exeunt. 


The  Scene,  Cornariti 

Enter  Gornanti,  Jacomo,  Intrigo. 


Cor.  Where  had  you  this  Black? 

Jac.  I bought  him  at  th t Porto  Sant 0^ 

Lor.  Methinks  he  is  a better  favour'd  Moor  than  ordinary. 
Jac.  I,  Sir,  his  Nofe  is  not  fo  flat  as  moft  of  theirs,  and  he 
has  not  altogether  fetch  a black  Mofly  Pate. 

Cor.  I like  him  never  the  better  for  his  good  Features : but 
Ipeaks  he  not  our  Language  > 

Jac.  Not  a word.  Sir. 

Lor.  Oh,  then  3tis  well  enough.  But,  a pox,  thefe  ftrait- 
chin'd  Moors  will  make  plaguy  figns  to  a Woman. 

Didft  thou  ever  hear  him  Ipeak  ? 
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Jac.  I, and  underftand  him  too — My  Matter,  I'm  fare, 
{peaks  no  Morifco  5 I’ll  pals  for  a Learned  Man.  [A fide. 

Cor . How  didft  thou  come  to  learn  their  Language  ? 

Jac . Oh,  Sir,  I was  a Slave  fourteen  months  at  Algiers . I 
was  taken  in  Cavalier  StrozzTs  Ship,  about  twenty  years  ago, 
and learn'd  their  Language  fo  perfectly,  that  I was  made  In- 
terpreter to  the  Ambafladors  that  came  to  the  Governor. 
Oh,  Sir,  you  (hall  hear.  Have  at  you,  Sir.. 

Andiboron  hoblicon  hit . 

hit.  Now  for  fame  hard  words  or  I'm  undone. 

. [ A fide  pan  dug. . 

Tirenatum  tenoch  comti . 

Cor.  What’s  that  now  ? 

Jac.  Why,  marry  Sir,  I told  him,  that  you  laid  he  fhonld 
be  well  us'd ^ and  he  made  an  anfwer,  that  (he w’d  a great 
deal  of  Refpeft,  but  little  manners : in  fine,  'tis  a great  com* 
pliment  in  their  Countrey. 

Cor . Come,  come,  what  is  it  ? 

Jac.  Why,  Sir,  the  Sence  of  it  is,  He  takes  it  to  be  an  Ho- 
nor to  be  employ'd  in  your  moft  contemptible  Offices. 

Cor . Come,  you're  a Rogue  : this  is  no  humane  Language^ 
but  the  Dialeft  of  the  Barbary  Stallions.  Say  that  ov^r  again, 
Jac.  Dilloron  lodcon  hu. 

tort.  You  Rogue  you,  that's  not  the  fame. 

Jac.  Pox  o'  this  dull  memory  of  mine. 

[ A dde  fcratching  his  Head. 
Tis  very  near  the  fame,  Sir.  I confefs  I cannot  now  fpeak  it 
fo  well  5 but  never  a man  in  Italy  underftands  it  better. 

Cor.  You're  a bold  Knave,  Sirrah.  I’ll  go  in,  to  my  Wife, 
and  bring  her  to  fee  her  new  Servant.  Exit. 

hit.  This  Steward,  be  like,  is  a grave  well-Letter 'd 
Man.  He  was  Interpreter  to  the  King  of  Algiers.  Upon  fe- 
cund thoughts,  he  mutt  needs  know  that  I fpeak  not  good 
Morifco.  Now  is  the  Critical  time,  in  the  abfence  of  his  Ma- 
tter, to  bribe  him  to  filence.  fray  Sir*  come  near,  here's 
fomething  for  you.  [Shows  him  a handful  of  Money. 

Jac.  Oh  Lord,  all  Languages ! this  is  fare  the  Devil  him- 
felf  [ Trembles  and  darts. 

Nay 
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Nay,  I fee  his  cloven  Foot  too.  [Begins  to  run  away. 

Int.  This  fellow’s  going  to  tell. 

Rhus  after  & catches  him.  Jacomo  trembles. 

Intrigo  offers  him  Money  again. 

Jac.  Indeed,  good  Signior  Diavolo. 

I dare  not  take  it  5 for  I am  afraid  I muff  give  a Note  under 
my  hand  for’t,  I have  heard  of  many  a good  Soul  loft  by  that 
means.  [ Trembles . 

Int.  Come,  come,  I am  no  fuch  perfon  as  you  take  me  for : 
I am  come  hither,  as  many  Heroes  have  done,  upon  a certain 
Politick,  private  account,  or  rather  (under  the  Rofe) 
Amorous  one. 

Jac.  Indeed  your  Worlhip  has  got  a very  r Looks  upon  him , 
fine  wooing  Face.  I guefi  who  this  may  be  fan  d takes  heart. 
( AJide.')  Well,  if  the  Devil  will  make  a man  a Prefent,  with- 
out a dangerous  condition,  I know  not  what  (hould  hinder 
him  to  take  it.  [Takes  the  pieces. 

Thefe  are  not  Air  neither,there  is  Flefti,  and  Bloud,  and  Bones 
in  ’em.  Well,  I will  cut  one  piece  of  knavery  into  two  pieces 
of  honefty.  Firft,  I will  take  his  Money,  and  let  him  make  my 
Mafter  a Cuckold : that’s  a valuable  confideration  5 there’s  my 
Juftice.  Then  will  I dutifully  acquaint  my  Mafter  with  it : 
there’s  my  Fidelity.  (AJide.)  Well,  Sir,  I’ll  do  your  bufi- 
nefs  for  you.  I thought  Indeed  yourWorfhip  did  not  {peak 
good  Morifeo.  [Laughs. 

Enter  Cornanti  and  Bellinganna. 

Cor.  Come,  Wife,  ho  w do  you  like  the  countenance  of  your 
new  Servant  ? 

Bell.  ’Tis  hard  to  read  a Book  that  Nature  has  fo  blotted : 
His  Soul,  I hope,  is  white  and  innocent.. 

Cor.  It  were  not  amifs  to  take  the  Latitude  of  his  Capacity 
by  his  experience  of  our  F afhions.  Show  him  the  Glals. 

£ Jac  brings  a Glafi.  IntT.  looks  int. 

Jac.  Your  Negrolhip  is  rarely  well  adjufted. 

Yju  want  nothing  but  a white  Peruig: 


Oh, 
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Oh,  ’twould  fet  off  your  fweet  Wefiphalian  Hogs-face. 

{Intr.  looks  for  his  Face  o'tb  hackftde  of  the  the  Ghtfs ‘y 
attd  does  many  Apijh  things. 


Oh,  do  you  want  your  fcurvy  Wainfcot  chops  > 

I,  there  they  are,  my  pretty  fweet  Baboon. 

Int.  You  might  ufe  fome  moderation  in  your  abufes. 

[Intr.  rvhisp.  to  Jack. 

Jack:  You  look  like  an  Afs,  and  you  don’t  love  to  be  told 
on’t.  [Whifpering. . 

Cor.  What  s that  he  fays  ? the  poor  fool’s  afraid 
I fhould  underftand  his  Gibberifh. 

Jac.  Truly,  Sir,  I am  afraid  your  Worfhip  and  my  Lady 
will  be  offended  with  me,  if  I tell  you. 

Cor.  No,  no. 

Jac.  Will  you  not  indeed  ? 

Cor.  Upon  my  Honor  I will  not. 

Jac.  Why,  then,  Sir,  he  asks  what  Devil  that  is  that  ftands 
by  you,meaningmy  Lady. 

Cor.  Oh  the  innocent  wretch ! 

Jac.  Sir,  in  their  Countrey  the  Devil’s  painted  White,  and 
their  Beauties  are  all  Blacks : you  muft  excufe  his  ignorance. 

Cor.  I,  that  I will,  much  rather  than  hisknowledge. 

Come,  come  away.  Wife.  Exit  with  his  Wife. 

Jac.  This  Mafter  of  mine  is  one  of  the  moft  prudent 
Cuckolds  that  I have  known.  He  will  ftave  it  off  a little  long- 
er. I wonder  married  Men  do  not  more  patiently  fubmit  to 
deftiny:  forthefe  fame  Lovers  will  invent  ftratagems  j and 
thofe  are  more  talkt  of,  than  the  feat  it  felf  j nay,  they  are 
writ  of  to  Pofterity,  when  many  thoufands  of  eafy  Cuckolds 
fleep  in  their  Craves  forgotten.  Exit. 


Enter  Hircanio  and  Trivultio. 


Hir.  Have  you  acquainted  your  Lady  with  my  paffionfor 
her? 

Triv.  So  5 y’faith,  here  has  been  tampering  with  my  Pre- 
deceflor.— ( Afide. ) I,  I,  Sir,  and  (he  receives  it  very  wel  1.  . 
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Hir.  Has  fhe  appointed  a meeting  > 

Triv.  Not  yet,  Sir  5 but  I’ll  go  in  and  ask.  Iffheiskind  to 
him,  Stis  more  than  I could  obtain  for  my  fel£  Exit. 

Hir . So,  fo  ^ (he  will  open  to  the  Golden  Key. 

Oh  the  happy  fortune ! 

Re-enter  T ri  vul  tio. 

Triv.  She  will  meet  you  this  afternoon,  in  General  Mocce - 
nigos  VVildernefs,  in  the  Walk  of  Statues  5 but  you  muft  bring 
your  Paisport  along  with  you. 

Hir.  I underftand  thee : 111  prefent  her  nobly.  Exit. 
Triv.  Farewel,  Sir. 

jE;tferBellinganna. 

Bell.  W as  there  ever  fuch  an  old  Goat  as  this  Hircanio  > 
Triv.  Was  there  ever  ftich  a frolique  Saint  as  Bellinganna ! 

[ Pulls  off  his  Veil. 

Why  do  we  dally  thus  with  (acred  opportunity  ? 

Bell.  Oh,  Sir,  I will  (erve  you  another  way. 

You  have  a Paffion  for  my  Coufin  Anrana , 

A rational  defire  at  leaft : (he  s rich. 

My  Husband  s gone  out,  and  will  not  be  back  a great  while, 
and  your  Miftrefs  will  be  here  prefently  : put  oft  all  this  ug- 
ly Habit,  and  appear  like  your  felf.  I hear  the  laft  time  you 
were  at  the  Church,  you  talk’d  very  coldly  to  her  5 now 
Court  her  with  the  Paffion  fhe  deferves. 

Triv.  What  a Witch  have  1 made  of  my  felf, , to  no  purpofe ! 
Would  I were  hang’d  if  I grow  not  weary  of  thefe  Fatigues 
of  Fornication.  Well,  111  take  her  counfel : Marriage  is  con- 
venient. If  my  old  humour  return  again,  a rich  Wife  makes 
an  excellent  Bawd. 

The  Scene,  a Street. 

Four  Arm'd  Men , whereof  Vifconti  is  one , in  his  French 
, Habit , ridiculoufyArmd. 

Fife.  ThiVxmcefe  Parhelia  hasingag’dme  here  upon  one 

of 
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of  her  froliques  t and  I cannot  play  the  fool  in  a better  Habit. 

1 Man.  Why,  Monnfou , you  are  provided  for  a feven  years 
War. 

Fife.  How  do  me  ken-now  but  me  mull:  feeght  wid  de  Regi- 
ment de«  Efpagniol 5 and  begar,  me  dodeieer  to  have  deho- 
neur  of  the  firft  Sharge. 

2 Man . Pray  let  him  have  it,  for  they  feldom  charge  twice. 

Vifc.  Me  have  de  natural  Antipaty  to  des  Spagnols,  andde 

Milanees , de  Sujets  of  de  Roy  d’  Elpagne,  and  me  de  love 
to  chercher  l3  occafion.  Begar,  dare  is  no  man  indeverldcan 
feeght  in  de  partees  like  a de  French  Academifts,  and  de  Me- 
tre Fence,  and  de  Metre  Dance,  Francois.  One  Man  will  beat 
twantee.  De  agilite  of  de  Hoarfe  in  de  Academifte,  and  of  de 
Fout  in  de  Metre  Dance,  and  Metre  Fence,  Sa,  Sa,  here,  dare : 
fbmetime  de  grand  Saut  de  recule,  de  pyroifte,  de  caprioles  5 
de  animee  can  no  tell  how  to  level  de  Muskets,  nor  de  duns. 

3 Man.  I,  Monnfou , I know  he  that  kills  a Frenchman,  muft 
(hoot  flying. 

Vifc.  I begar : den  dare  is  an  oder  ding,  to  kill  a man  wid 
de  good  grace,  de  bonne  mine,  and  de  addrefi  } ’twill  doe 
good  to  de  anemee  to  be  kill  fo. 

1 Man . Here  comes  Sforza : now  we  (hall  hear  fbme  of  the 
Lovers  Litany.  [Clap  on  their  Vi  for  s. 

Enter  Sforza,  and  knocks  with  his  Key  on  his  Hilt. 

Parhelia  appears,  Mafqud,at  the  Window. 

Sfor . Still  overcaft  > when  will  my  Heav  n appear  } 

Park.  Oh,  Sir,  this  Mift  will  make  the  day  more  clear. 

Sfor.  I need  not  beg  for  flames  t’increafe  my  ftorey 
Yet  Love  is  covetous,  and  would  have  more. 

Park.  Is  Love  a Mifer  ? he  fhall  feed  his  Eye : 

Still  look  upon  his  wealth,  butne’r  enjoy. 

Sfor.  Oh  cruel  Saint ! that  fatal  voice  revoke. 

Park.  Then  learn  to  hope  for  Fire,  and  Court  the  Smoak, 
Beauty’s  the  Book  of  Fate,  Fear  my  intent : 

Tis  better  not. to  know,  thannot  prevent. 
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Fife.  De  Diable  is  in  dis  Love  $ no  ding  but  de  feere,  de 
flame,  deCnock,de  wound,de  death,and  de  Bougre  deLovere 
Isvervell,  vergay,  frelh,  frolick,  and  feel  no  pain  in  de  vol 
verld ! Ke  Diable  eft  Sa ! [They  feizeSIorza.  behind. 

Sfor.  Villains  ftand  off.  [Wconti/zer  hoc 

Park.  Ai,  Ail  [Shrieks. 

1 Man.  How  now,  Mounfiit  ? you  have  a natural  Antipatee 
to  the  King  of  Spain’s  Subjects,  you  dare  not  come  near  ’em. 

Vifc.  Datis  vertrue,  me  do  keep  my  felf  for  de  Refer  ve, 
dat  is  de  kalitee  of  de  good  Soldat. 

2 Man.  Oh,  I know  the  reafonnow,deSpagnol  cannot  kill 
you  wid  degood  grace. 

x Man.  Stand  ftill,  or  you’re  a dead  Man. 

Sfor.  Slaves,  Dogs. 

Park.  Murder,  murder,  Help,help. 

QSforza  firuggles  to  get  his  Sword,  they  difarm  him. 

Sfor.  Cowardly  Slaves,  give  me  but  leave  to  fight. 

The  odds  fhall  make  no  difference.  [Chair  brought  in. 

i Man,  Into  this  Chair,  Sir,  quick:  itisamercylhew’dyou. 

Park.  Murder,  murder,  Help,help. 

[Sioxza.  is  carried  off,  they  guarding  the  Chair. 
She  unmask*  f So,  is  he  gone?  I’ll  be  with  him  prefently,  and 
and  Laughs  j fearch  him  to  the  quick.  How  bravely  Vtfeonti 
perform’d  his  part ! Little  does  Sforza  know,  what  pains  Par- 
helia takes  to  cheat  him  of  the  Doge’s  Daughter.  Woman; 
fcarce  knows  her  felf: 

Then  who  can  fearch  the  Mazes  of  a Heart 

Where  natural  imperfection  joyns  wkh  Art  ? Exit 


Eater  Circumftantio^W  Intrigo. 

Cir.  Mr.  Black,,  you  belong  to  lomeNoWeman  of  this  quar- 
ter, did  you  not  fee  my  Matter  Signior  Intrigo  hereabouts. 

Int.  A new  Trial!  PrayHeavenheknowmenot. 

How,  fhould  I know  thy  Matter? 

Cir'c,  Oh  every  body  knows  him; 

Int.  However,  ’twill  be  feme  delight  to  hear  my  own  Cha- 
racter from  a Domeftick:  Germamcus  dilguis’d  himfelf  in  a 

J ' Calfe— 
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Calfe-Skin  to  hear  the  commendations  of  his  Soldiers,  with- 
out offence  to  his  modefty. 

Why,  truly,  when  I was  upon  S.Marfc, 

He  was  there  too  3 we  came  away  together : 

But  where  he  is  now,  you  that  are  his  Servant 
Ought  to  know  better  than  another.  This  is  no  lye  now. 

Or.  But  pray,  Sir,  let  me  know 3 I have  fome  earn- 
eft  bufinels  with  him  from  the  Doges  Lock-lmith , that 
makes  his  Keys  for  the  Privy  Garden,  and  the  Anti-Ca- 
meras, 

Intr.  I’m  overjoy’d  I [hall  prevail  fora  Key  3 but  this  is  no 
time  to  take  notice  of  it.  Q Ajide. 

Why,  honeft  friend,  poffibly  your  Matter  is  in  clofe  Council 
with  the  Doge , or  the  Council  of  Tea  3 and  therefore  not  to 
be  [poke  with. 

Or.  Think  you  lb  indeed?  I never  knew  any  Man  pretend 
to  fo  much  familiarity  with  the  great  ones,  as  he  does : every 
morning  our  Houfe  is  full  of  under-Clerks  and  Door-keqpers3 
and  they  get  a world  of  Money  of  him,  by  feeding  him  with 
Lies , or  impertinent  Truths,  by  telling  him  how  many 
Caps,  and  what  Cioaths  the  Doge  puts  on  every  dayj 
what  he  eats  and  drinks,  and  how  many  Stools  he  has. 

Int.  Your  Mafters  a difcreet  Man,  I will  not  lay  wile  and 
grave : you  do  ill  to  abufe  him. 

Or.  What’s  that  to  you.  Sir?  I need  none  of  your  teach- 
ing, Goodman  Black.  ’Twas  never  a good  World,  fince  there 
were  fo  many  Blackamoors  and  Frenchmen  in  the  Nation. 

Int.  Y ou’re  a laucy  Knave,  Si  rrah. 

Or.  Call  me  laucy  Knave,  who  am  chief  Man  to  Signior  /»-* 
trigo,  you  whorfon  Blackptore  Dog  you ! No,  Sir,  I’de  have 
you  know,  though  myMafter  be  one  of  the  Ampler  fort  of 
wile  Mpn,  yet,  being  his  Servant,  I’ll  take  the  Knave  of  ne’r 
a Man  in  Italy.  Call  me  knave,  you  laucy  Tack  ! [Boxes  him. 
Int.firuging'UpX  Poor  Ctramfiantio  1 yet  he  fhows  fome  re- 
his  Jhoulders.  jlpedto  me  in  even  his  wrath : he  glories  in 
being  my  fervant,  and  tjuarrdhd  with  me  in  my  own  behalf 
to  uphold  my  Honor.  , , 
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Thefe  afflictions  are  incident  to  thefe  great  defigns  of  going 
Incognito . 

Or.  Incognito  l do  you  (teal  my  Matters  words,  you  impu* 
dent  Rafcal  you  ? my  Honorable  Matter  s own  words ? are 
iuch  words  fit  for  your  mouth,  you  pitiful  Rogue?  have  at 
you  once  more  for  your  fine  word  Incognito  ^ forfooth!  In- 
cognito, with  a vengeance.  Incognito •.  [Beats  him  off. 

Exeunt, 

, The  S C E N E,  Comanti  i'  Houje. 

Enter  Trivultio,  Aurana,  Bellinganna. 

Triv.  Ah,  Madam,  ifmy  Sighs  and  Tears  prevail  not 

' [In a pajlionate pofiure^ 

To  expiate  my  laft  and  fatal  coldnefs, 

That  undiffolvingFroft  info  much  Sundhine; 

That  blindnefs  caus'd  by  fuchexcefsof  Light  $ 

Let  Death  the  faithful  fervices  prevent 
Of  one  unpardon  d,  not  impenitent. 

Aur.  Trivultio , how  thou ftriv’ft  t'  undo  thy  felf! 

You  Ait  this  part  well  ^ but  your  firft’smoft  natural; 

All  fudden  Converts  are  to  be  fiifpeited. 

Maintain  your  Character : 

Beconftant  to  your  felf,  if  not  to  me. 

Enter  Hircanio  at  a dijlance. 

# 

Hir.  I have  watch’d  my  Coufin  Corn. inti  out,  and  now  is  a 
good  time  to  talk  farther  of  my  bufinefs  to  the  Duegna.  - 
Ha ! what  Trade’s  here,  my  Daughter ! 

Bell.  Come,  Sir,  we  fear  you  not : this  mettled  Hern 
Shall  (poil  your  Falcon  for  any  other  Game, 

Andbruifehis  Wings.  Your  Iwellings  and  impofthumes 
Muft  be  cur’d  by  conftantftrong  Revultions. 

We’ll  open  a great  vein  (hall  flop  your  heats, 

And  bleedings  at  the  Nofe. 

Triv.  Say  you  fo.  Madam 


Then 
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Then,  faith,  dear  Aurana,  I love  thee  to  that  defperate  extre- 
mity, that,  if  you’ll  take  me  in  the  humour,  I am  refolv’dta 
undergo  the  fcorn  of  all  wife  Men,  and  my  own  repentance, 
and  fneakingly  fubmit  to  that  folemn  Conjuring  Cheat  call’d 
Marriage;  though  my  Reafort kecks  at  it,  and  I lhall  certainly 
{woon  at  the  fight  of  a Prieft. 

Hir.  Ha ! what  do  I hear  ? as  if  this  young  fellow  was  to 
marry  my  Daughter  ? You  impudent  Slut,  you,  are  thefe  your 
harmleft  frolicks? 

Aur.  Aime,  my  Father!  [Shrieks. 

Hir.  Will  nothing  ferve  but  Matrimonial  Gambols  > 
Gomeaway  with  me,  Huswife.  Do  you  think  to  fteal  Procu- 
rators Daughters  fo  eafily?  Exit  with  Aurana. 

Triv.  Oh,  (he's  loft  for  ever. 

Bell.  I warrant  you  well  retrive  her.- 

jE/rferCornantij  peeping,. 

Cor.  Ha!  Trivnltia f have  I caught  the  wild  Beaft  in  my 
toils?  Exit. 

Bell.  How  fbon  Hircanio  forgot  the  errand  he  came  about ! : 
In  men  of  his  age,  their  Avarice  ftarves  their  Love. 

Enter  Jacomo  and  Cornanti,  with  a Sword  ridiculoujly 
long. ) and  a Target  bigger  then  his  Body.  He 
ftalks  and  looks  toward  Trivultio. 

Cor.  Death  and  deftru&ion,  and  a thouland'torments 
Attend  thy  finfol  Carcafi,  thou  Planet-ftruck* 

And  mis-begotten  Mortal ! Have  at  thy  lecherous  Chine*-. 

k Makes  at  Trivultio  when  his  bach^  is  turn'd,  who  > 
2 turns  about , retire s a little , . takes  up  a Cujljicn,  andi 
makerhim  run  back. to  the  end  of  the  Stage., 
"Sdeath,  thefe  Whoremafters*  the  Devils  in  ’em 
At  their  Rutting  time. 

$ He  runs  behind  Jacomo,  and  pufhe  shim  on0i 

L peeping  over  his  Shoulder. . 

Thou  rt  a Knave,  Trivultio.  ftandto  him,  j \ acorn. 
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Jm  OLojxi,  Sir,  I have  never  a Sword  but  lit  talk  to 
him.  Thou  ’it  a Knave,  Trivtdtio.  Stand  to  him  Mafter. 

c Rnns  behind  Cornanti,  and  then  Cornanti  behind 
^ him,  jhifting  two  or  three  times. 

Cor.  ’Slife,  I think  this  Man  of  mine’s  an  errant  Coward. 

Jac.  Oh  Lord,  Mafter"  I’m  afraid  of  your  Worfhip’s  Sword 
behind  me, and  would  not  take  the  Viftory  out  of  your  hands, 

Cor.  T would  anger  a Man  to  be  a Cuckold,  and  be  kill’d 
too.  I’ll  go  call  for  help.  Jacomo,  lock  the  door  upon  ’em. 

[Exeunt.  Jacomo  leeks  the  door. 

Triv.  Did  you  ever  fee  luefi  Cowards!  I’m  forryl  did  not 
force  my  way  out  i but  now  the  door’s  lock’d,  what  (hall  we 
do,  Madam  ? fhall  I leap  out  of  the  Window  ? 

Bell.  No,  the  Barrs  are  too  dole. 

Triv.  Or  hide  my  felf?  Can  you  find  no  way  for  your  felf 
and  me?  Now  for  a Woman’s  Wit  at  a dead  lift. 

Bell,  Put  on  your  Dueguis  Cloaths,  quick,  quick. 

Let’s  make  hafte,  his  Bandogs  live  but  at  next  door. 

{We  catches  up  the  Cloaths , and  Jhe  helps  him. 

Triv.  But,  Madam,  he’ll  know  I can’t  get  out  of  the  room. 

Bell.  No  matter,  dilpatch.  Now  your  Hoods  and  Muffler. 

[Ncdfe  at  door. 

1 Man.  We’ll  maul  the  Rogue. 

2 Man.  \Ve’Il  make  him  fure. 

3 Man.  No,  take  him  alive,  and  kill  him  by  degrees. 

[The  door  unlocked. 

Enter  Cornanti,  -with  half  a dozen  Neighbors : him - 
felf  and  Jacomo  in  the  rear  of  them. 

1 Man.  Where’s  the  Rogue  ? 

2 Man.  Where’s  the  Rogue? 

BelL  What  Rogue,  Sir,?  what  d’ye  mean? 

Cor.  What,  have  you  hid  him,  Witch? 

Bell.  There  has  been  none  but  I,  and  my  Duegna  here  thefe 
four  hours. 

Cor.  That  fhall  notferve  your  turn,  feck  in  the  Alcove. 

J They  fearch  within , and  come  bachjthenjearch  the  Clofets, 
L Beds,  andTrunhs,  and  under  them. 

Cor. 
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I’m  fure  he  could  not  get  out  here.  [Goes  to  the  Window. 

Bell.  Are  you  diftra&ed:  Sir  ? whom  do  you  feek  > 

Cor.  Peace,  Strumpet.  Vigilia,doHt  thou  know  where  he  is? 
Triv.  Indeed,  Mafter,  I neither  heard  nor  law  any  body  ; l 
was  in  the  Clofet, Preferving,  when  yourWorlhip  and  Jacomo 
was  here : but  I’ll  endeavour  to  find  him  out,  an’t  be  poffible. 
Mayn’t  he  be  here  'i  or  hete  ) or  here  ? 

{Looks  up  and  down  in  the  Cupbpard, 
and  the  Chcjl  of  Drawers. 


Cor.  I,  Marry,  a likely  place ! 

Triv.  Now  I’m  confident  we  have  fearch’d  as  much  as  js 
poffible : there’s  only  one  Box  more  in  the  room. 

Cor.  Search  it,  fearch  it. 

Triv.  Here ’tis.  Sir.  [Gives  hint  a Smff-box. 

Cor.  What  a Snuff-box ! You  Whore,  do  you  abufe  me : 

■ ' % ■ : \ 1 [Kicks  hint. 

I Man-  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient  5 ffire  there  is  no  body  in  the 
room,  northe  Clofet,  nor  Alcove. 

Bell.  Tisftrange,  Sir,  you  thould  trouble  your  Neighbor- 
hood, and  abufe  me  for  fuch  a fancy. 

Cor.  Well  then , now  I find  it,  y ’faith.  Jacomo  has  betray’d! 
me,  and  let  him  out.  Oh  you  treacherous  Villain ! 

Tis  you.  Sirrah. 

Jac.  No  indeed.  Sir,  not  I,  norlmy  body  elfe  5 for  I flirr’d 
not  a foot  from  the  door,  after  I lock’d  it. 

Cor.  Go,  go.  Sirrah,  no  excufe:  provide  your  felf  ofano- 
ffjyer  fervice.  A fine  juggle  indeed ! 

I [Walks  about,  and  his  back^tftrs/d,  Bellinganna: 
l.  corns  to  Jacomo. 


Bell.  Sayyoufawhimnot,  and  fave  your  felf  «jnd  me. 

Jac.  Turn’d  away  from  the  beft  fervice  in  Venice,  for  my 
honefty  1 - — , — Why,  Sir,  I believe  your  Worthies  miftaken  j ; 
for  I faw  no  body  here,  but  my  Lady  and  your  felf,  Sir. 

Cor.  Why,  you  impudent  Rogue  you,  did  you:  not  fee 
him,  and  {peak  to  him  by  his  name,  and  was  afraid  of  him  too  ?.* 
Jac.  Indeed  I heard  your  Worfhip  call  one  Trivultio  all  to > 

naught. 
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naught,  and  I thought  it  was  my  duty  to  call  him  fo  too,  and 
be  afraid  of  him  too } (how  did  I know  but  he  might  lye  in 
Ambufcade,  in  the  Alcove , and  (hoot  us?)  but  the  devil  a‘bit 
of  Mankind  did  I lee,  but  your  felfj  Sir. 

1 Man.  This  is  ftrange ! 

Cor.  Say ’ft  thou  fo  ? The  plain  truth  of  it  is,  I did  not  hear 
himfpeaka  word}  but  I’ll  (wear  I law  him,  or  his  Ghoft,  as 
plain  as  I fee  thee. 

2 Man.  Then ’t  muft  belbme  Spirit. 

Cor.  Think  you  lb,  friends?  Verily,  I muftconfels,  I had 
an  extraordinary  fear  and  trembling  came  upon  me  5 an  Army 
of  Men  could  not  have  frighted  me  worfe. 

3.  Man.  Why,  then, ’tis  as  clear  as  the  Sun,  neither  your 
Lady,  nor  your  Servants  law  him,  and  your  felf  did  not  hear 
him  Ipeak,  nor  touch  him. 

Cor.  Methoughts  I ran  him  through  and  through,  yet  he 
never  cry’d  oh  for’t  $ and  then,  indeed.  I began  to  be  a little 
afraid.  * 

2 Man.  A body  of  Air,  of  the  Devil’s  compounding: 
’t  could  be  nothing  elfe. 

Jac.  Why,  Sir,  Did  you  never  hear  the  Houle  was  haunt- 
ed before? 


Cor.  Never, 

Jac.  Why,  Sir,  we  ^erfe  loath  to  tell  you  on’t  y but,  Sir, 
though  I never  law  any  thing  worfe  than  my  felf  in  my  life, 
yet  I’ll  take  my  death  on’t,  I have  heard  fome  things  walk  at 
midnight,  when  we  have  all  been  a bed  and  afleep. 

Cor.  O’  my  word  ’tis  more  than  I heard  ever. 

Triv.  I believe  fo,  if  you  were  afleep.  This  is  a rare  Rogue, 
make  much  of  him.  £ AJtde , to  Bellinganna. 

Cor.  Well,  Neighbors,  I thank  you.  [Exeunt  Neighbors. 

Jac.  Madam,  you’re  in  my  debt}  but  my  Mafter  much  more. 

**  [To  her , A fide. 

Happy’s  the  Man  whofe  juft  doubts  are  defeated  } 
Cuckolds  are  ne  ver  glad  not  to  be  cheated.  Exeunt. 
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ACT  III. 


Scene  t Tfo  DogeV  Villa. 


A Scenes/  Paradife,  and  Glorious  Shows,  with  Mufick. 
Sforza  trailing  in  it  alone. 

XT 

J-  ^ cute  their  dehgnes ! and  how  impatient  they  are 
in  Love  affairs!  [Looks  about. 

A Glorious  Prifon ! Yis  wondrous  magnificent ! 


T Ow  indeed  the  Lady  in  the  Church  is  as  good  as 
her  word.  How  fuddainly  thele  Women  exe* 


After  feme  Mufick^  a Cupid,  or  Angel  held 
in  the  Air  (ingr  this  Song. 

SONG. 

Take,  Hero,  take. 

ThePrefents , Wealth,  and  Beauty  make  : 

Then's  nothing  elfe , that  Mortals  know. 

Is  worth  receiving  here  below. 

Tame  runs.  Love  flies  $ 

He  that  thinks  leaft,  is  the  mojl  wife  : 

And  Fortune  ever  did  approve. 

A prefent  Wit  in  War , or  Love . 

Stay , Hero,  flay , 

The  Gods  grow  envious  at  thy  Prey  $ 

Or fteal  what's  rare 

In  hafie  3 for  Heaven  does  feldem  care. 

Love  and  Ambition  Jhould  confpire 
Mortals  topleafe  in  one  defire. 

*«  ,*f  ’ ' ' v . " ' v v*  | .xli  « . 

After  this  a Dance  of.  Angela 

Sfor.  Sure  this  is  Paradife  it  felf! 

C. 


Enter 
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Enter  Parhelia  glorioujly  drefi,  attended  with  her 
Maids,  all  in  Masques:  Jhe corns  up  to  Sforza. 

Park  Sir,  you  may  judge,  by  th’aftionsof  this  hour. 
That  I can  keep  my  promile,  ufe  my  pow’r. 

Perhaps  my  Rival,  byher  needy  Art 
And  firft  alTaults,  has  prepolieft  your  Heart  5 
But  though  my  Pertbn,nor  my  Wealth,  (liquid  fiud 
A room  unfurniih’d  in  your  weft -built  mind : 

I’ll  rather  be  for  plain  aefeCfs  dclpis’d. 

Than  for  low  cheats  and  falfe  Perfections,  priz’d. 

f She  and  all  her  Women  unntas^:: 
Sforza  feems  furpriz’d. 

Sfor.  A molt  Celd'tial  Beauty ! Affift  me,  Virtue  1 [_A(tde 
Madam. 

Great  were  my  fortune,  had  it  powr  to  climb. 

And  changing  for  the  better,  were  no  crime. 

Victorious  Princes,  Tray  tors  do  difdain, 

Though  by  their  Treafon  they  do  profit  gain. 

Ah!  what  rewards  can  his  black  thoughts  fuggefb 
That  makes  a Prelent  of  a faithlels  Breft! 

A Ship  full  fraught  with  Stones,  or  worthlels  Sand, 

Should  it  take  in  a Prize  of  Plate,  ’twould  fink  it. 

Path.  Call  out  your  tndh,  make  room  for  richer  lading  .• 
Virtue  may  be  an  Hypocrite,  and  fo  may  Beauty  > 

But  Riches  never  were : the  Goods  of  Fortune 

Are  vifible,  and  wear  no  Masks.  [. Points  to  the  Furniture . 

Sfor.  Pity  theMan  that  wars  in  every  part : 

Eyes,  with  his  Ears  5 and  all  againft  his  Heart. 

Park  Silly  Believer,  eanft  thou  take  delight 
In  a dark  Miftrels,  ’caufe  Ihefays  (he’s  bright  ? 

Didft  ever  lee  a Beauty  always  Malt’d  ? 

A Wit  that  never  {poke  ? a Saint  that  never  pray’d  ? 

A Courtier  never  sweft  > A-SumnC-r  outof  (hade  ? 

Wouldlf  thou  not,  for  a Palace,,  <£uita  GeU  ■ 

For  Scepters,  Spades,  orfor  aJH'eav  n,  aHell? 


Or 


Or,  Tfa  Mm  of  ftus'tieft.  4^ 

Qt,^kou|4 '4ft- thou  not  thy  Soul  taHcav’n  reftore 
Becaufe  thou’dft  fign'd  the  Devils  Bond  before? 

< «iid  Jucdc  zndqc  \v  Vvnc  1 Exit  Hrasm&i 

SfffK.  She’s. gone.  Brighteft  of  Angels,  in  form  and.  idteUeft, 
couldtt.  thou  not  find  fome  nobler  Manfioos*  uninhabited*.  t» 
fix  thy  glories  in,  but  thou  muft  claim  a Cottage-  all  art  fire 
already  ? Oh  what.  a>  confli&’s  this  ? You  Gods,  that  moke 
unchangeable  Deanes,  aflift  my  wavering  conftancy. 

I’ll  try  if  I be  Captive  ftilh 

Goes  to  the  door,  and  ifjlopt  by  the  Vizor'd  Men,  that  car- 
ry d hint  amay  before. 

Guard.  Whither  now? 

Fife.  Whidemow,  BougreEIpagnol 
Milanois?  Begar,  me  vill  be  revenge  for  me  Metre  de  King  de 
France.  Cent. coup  de  fieds,Bougre. 

Sfor.  The  arm’d  Masquerades  here  ftilUHow  can  this  be 
anfwer’d  to  the  jealous  Senate  ? a capital  Crime. 

Guard,  Sir,  you  may  have  leave  to  walk  in  the  Gallery,  if 
you  pleafo.  Here’s  your  way. 

Exit  Sforza  and  the  Guard. 
The  Scene,  CornantiV  Houfe. 

Bellinganna,  Trivultio,  Intrigo. 

Intr.cmrt-r Why  doyou  thus  Eclipfe  fo  quaint  a Beauty  ? 
in^Triv.  ^That  radiant  Face  under  fuch  envious  clouds. 

Enter  Comanti  and  Jacomo. 

Andftopthe  current  of  your  fragrant  breath? 

Con  Blefsmel  what  do  I hear  ? oh  horrid!  inlufTerable ! 
The  Moor  in  difeourfe  with  the  Duegna?  Treafon,  Jacomo, 
Treafon.  ; * J 

Jac,  What,  is  the  fool  talking  to  her,  and  fees  not  my  Ma- 
tter? \_AJide..- 

Bell.  What  does  (he  come  on  apace  ? 
htk  Qh.1,  fhe  foftensA  {he  will  come  Pi  ant  piano, 

•V  .’X  G 2 Cor, 
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Cor.  Oh Heav’ns,  my  Wife  too!  Execrable  Villain:  fetch 
me  my  Dagger  5 1 will  let  out  his  filthy  black  Soul.—. 
But  ftay  !_may  not  he  have  feme  privy  weapons  about  him  ? 

Jac.  Believe  it,  Sir,  there  are  few  Men  that  come  about 
thefe  ftolen-Love  bufinefles,  but  bring  along  with  themluf- 
ficient  Weapons. 

Cm  Then  call  the  Sbirri  that  live  hard  by. 

There  are  two  of ’em  fitting  at  the  door.  Exit. 

Int.  Shall  I approach  this  lovely  Citadel? 

[Taking  Trivultio  by  the  Hart  A 

Triv.  You  are  too  bold,  Sir,  wi  th  the  Sentinel. 

Int.  When  (hall  I leal  my  Happinefi,  on  thelc 
Vermillion  Lips  ? 

Bell.  And  yet  he  fees ’em  not.  [AJtde. 

Triv.  Indeed,  Sir,  I dare  not  venture  the  cold  Air  j but  you 
may  fqueeze  the  Wax  through  the  Paper,  if  you  pleafe. 

Cor.  Killing  too !'  fine  work,  y ’faith! 

[He  Cnrt’ftes , and  Intrigo  kjjfes  him  with  the  Muffler  on.  . 

Enter  Sbirri  andjzco  mo. 

Intr.  When  (hall  we  interchange  the  duty  of  the  Sexes? 

Jriv.  Dear  Sir,  will  you  pleafe  to  walk  into  a more  pri- 
vate room  ? 

InU  Oh)  the  eafie.conqueft ! See  what  itfis  to  Court  regu- 
larly 1 cAs-he  k leading  out  Trivultio  with  great' 

L ceremony , the  Sbirri  clap  him  on  the  back. 

Sbirri,  I Arreft  you  of  Treafon,  at  the  information  ofSig- 
nior  Cornanti. 

Intr.  Me  of  Treafon,  that  have  (under  the  Role)  for  thefe 
feven  years,  by  my  vigilance, . pieferv’d  the  State,  from 
Forreign  Invafions,  and  Domeftique  Plots?  I Arreftedfor 
Treafon? 

Sbirri.  Role  me  no  rofing,  but  come  away. . 

InU  Oh  the  difappointment ! 

[Breaking  kands  with  Trivultio. 

Bell.. 


Or,  The  Manof'Bus’nefx  4? 

Bell.  Gh  Lord,  my  Husband! 

< Starting  back.  Intrigo  feeing  Cornanti  nods  at  Jaco- 
y mo,  who  win  ks^.  and  nods  at  him  again.  Intrigo 
^ cries  out  in  a lamentable  Gibberijh. 

Tntr .gueki  (ini  bask#.  Ahi pnli  tinderk. 

Cor.  Did  not  I obferve  tKisRafcal  talking  to  my  Wife  and 
Vigilia} 

Intx.  CajiJkiolimeUn.  Ahipolnkj-i  Ahur 

{Nodding  and  winking  at  Jacomo, 
who  nods  and  winks  again. 

m _ . >.  0 'l 

jac,  AlaSj  good  Signior  Intrigo,  this  is  worfe  than  A hone, 
Ahone.  No,  Sir,  I (corn  to  betray  my  Mailer.  To  cornea  fpy- 
thus  from  Taffaletta ! Under  the  Role,  it  was  not  well. 

Int.  Oh  the  falle  knave ! . l/tUd*. 

Cor.  Blefe  me ! is  this  Intrigo  > 

Jac.  It  muft  needs  be  he  by  his  way  of  fpeaking.' 

Neyer  any was  lo  deceiv’d  by  a Rogue.  ; r 

Cor.  That  grave  knavifh  Fop ! Away  with  him  to  Prilbrr, 


away  with  him 
Witchesi . 


Ah  you  Whores  I you  Devil-ridden 
Ci«kx;  \TheWotnen  run  away. 

Knocking  without.  They  open.  Enter  the^x 
t Mejfengers  of  the  Council  of  Death,  with.. 
I blackCapsJike  Deaths  Head:, with  Maces 
and  Tip-Jiaves,  They  contenp,  andjhow 
Gornanti  their  Maces. . 


iMejf.  Inthenambofthe  Duke  and  Senatc^weArreft  you. 

Cor.  Arreftmc!  for  what?  ; ;bo  d < -^y..  ..x  . 

1 Miff:  For  Trea&n,  in  keeping  intelligencewith-the  Turk? 
iff  Ambafladors. 

Cor.  Heavens  guard  my  innocence. 

1 Meff.  And  youaretoappear  before. the  Couneiibf  Death i 
within  this  half  hour.  - A .?:w)r.Iv' ytn  tol  ' fcbf<  -ud 

Cor.  Short  warning,  Heaven  knows^foramanfo  lpodels,.. 
And  lo  defervmg  ofrtheCoihmon^vyeakh..  x r , 

Oh!  oh ! \_Bewails hitnfilf. 

Int.  I, Sir,  Vis  prelent  death.^ph  the  admirable  wildonr  ofthe 
Senatej.to  prefer  the  Publick  before  -the  Ptivate  ftill  l that 

*•1  gjww* 


gives  no!  time  to  any,  though  innocent*  to-defoud,  tfrcmfdvcs, 

St.  Oh,  Sir,  I could  have  told,  you  of  all  this  before  j I 
kne  w the  whole  delign  of  your  Treafon,  the  time,  the  place, 
your  Confederates,,  thje  ®tfder$,  ofjlhe  Senate,  the  Critical 
Minute  of  your  fufprifat,’  attdthe  utmoft'date  df  your  mile- 
rable  life.  , . 


Cor.  Oli  good  Sir,  I amid  free  from  any  open  a 8, 

I never  wrong’d  theSenate  in  my  thoughts. 

I fit.  Take  heed  what  you  ray,  Sir.  Do  not  I know  the 
whole  model  of  your  frufinefe?  have  not  I been  employ’d,  as 
ahinftrument,  toeonvi&you?  and-aihy  upoln  your  aftions?- 
Don’t  you  fee,  under  the -Role,  how  I difguis’d  my  felf  on 
purpose?  Do  you  think  this  was  a wooing  Face? 

Jac.  Here’s  a turn  y ’faith  1 This  Intrigo  will  prove  a plaguy 
fellow.  •5®i£3dnoytw  tin  m,,.  r • 

i Mejf.  Say  youfo,  Sh?  -Then  we  fottffnon  you-' to  appear 
before  the  Gduncif. 

Iftt.  I (frail  molt  readily  attend  the-  Cforijjtvto'ii 
Cor.  Oh?  good  Sir,  pardon  my  milapprehenlions  of  you  ^ 
Ipijak  but  fod  truth,  and  no  more,  and  endeavour  to  Sipport 
opprelled  innocence.  Alas,  Sir,  youn^y  have  free  acceft 
to  my  Houle,  at  any  time;  and  what  fort  of  conversion  you 
plbafe  with  any  ofmy  Family,  none  excepted ; very  intimate, 
unreftrained  convemt-ion. 

Jas  (Very  goody.’&ith.  Ob. that  my  Mafter  could  com- 
pound for  one  night’s  Lodging ! 

BeUt  Ah,  Husband,  I doubt  this  was  a judgement  upon 
you,  for  your  caufelefs  jealoulie.  How  could  I prevent  this? 
Triv.  I, and  your  diftruftof  your  poor  old  Servant. 
A^Jy^TIameJSr,  the  time  draws.on. 

Jac.  But  hold  a little,  my  Mafters.  A foals  boll: is  loon  (hoc. 
By  \i^aba^horkipdoyorijvdorthts?'  j iH  n . ' / i.<  a " ' 

^ i Mejf.  What  authsfotyv  Totfctisfy  your  fools  head,  \ 
here’s-ounCommifrion. 

win  mt  $Shtr&£  ^Writing  nithlthe  Seal  of  the  Senate: 

ii/r.  1 fr.fr  a:.  v2id  jatxmo  redds  it 7 a/idCQimtitidremhJef. 

wij 
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Jac.  redds.  :Dominlc&r  mof-Sfrehe:t>6ge  of 

Venice,  to  the  Officers  of  the  Council  of  Death,  Whereas  ive  are 
inform  d^  that  certain  wicked  anddifloydl  perfons  have  attempt- 
ed mojl  unchrijlianly  to  betray  thefecret  Deliberations  of  this  Se - 
nate,  to  the  Ambajjadors  of  the  Grand  Signior,  and  have feduc dy 
into  their  confpiracy^  acertaihSenator^  Aula  Fefcartni  «■-■.■- — . » . 
Is  Fo fear  ini  the  man  you  feek  for  ? 

AuMeJf  I,  the  very  laftie.  1 

Cor.  But  my  name  is  Cornanti. 

Jac . Look  in  your  Corngiiflion. 

6c  Mejf  I cannot  read.  ' 

1 Mejf  reads.  I,  Sir,  tis  Fofcarini  indeed,  and  there  is  no 
other  name  in  the  Commiffion. 

2 Mejf  ’Sdiggers,  I remember  ’twasa  long  name,  and  had 
four  Syllabubs  to’t,  as  they  call ’em — Fofca-ri-ni : Cor-na?i~ 
U 5 that  s too »{hort.  HI  take  my  death  on’t  twas  Fofcarini. 

I Mejf  Bbt  tve  were  told  thisFofcarini  liv’d  here, 

Jac.  The  miftake  was  ealyy  he  lives  within  three  doors. 
Have  a good  Heart?,  Matter-  alls  well*. 

Ail  Mejf  kneel.  We  humbly  beg  pardon  of.  your  Magnificence*, 
Cor.  I,  I,  ’tis  well  enough.  ’Slid,  I can  hardly  recover  my 
fe If  to  talk  to  thefe  Rogues.  Sirrah,  take  heed,- here- 
after how  — a man  of  my  Robe 

Jac.  Avant,  you  Rogues  3 well  trounce  yovu 
Cor.  But,  hark  you, friends^  though  Im  clear  ofthisTrea- 
fon,here  is  a certain  Gentleman  knows  of  a Treafon,  the  time,,, 
the  place,  the  Confederates  ^ and  was  employ’d,  under  the 
Role,  as  a fpy,  to  betray  a Senator  in  his  Houle,  as  you  may 
fee  by  his  Face  : you  had  beft,fecure  him. 

Jac.  Tis  pity  jndeed  he (hould lofe his  labor:  kt  him  be. 
hang’d  firft,  and  examin’d  after.  Tis  all  for  the  publick  good 
(till. 

1 Mejjfi  Indeed  our  Gommiflion  extends  hot  fefkr  y bttfcrf 
your  Magnificence  pleafeto  command  us,  or  lb,  well  venture.  , 
Intr.  Oh,  good  Signior  Cornanti ^ fetme  rather  go  with  my. 
fhends  lierey  the  Skirrn  ' 

Cor,  Oh,  by  no  means.  This  could  be  no  wooing  Faceybut 
a moft  dangerous  Politic  Calves  Face. 
m Intr*, 
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IntmYct  will  I exercife  niy  patience,  and  not  betray  my 
Miftrefs,  nor  foe  occafion  of  my  coming.  - Why  ihould  Haic- 
brain’d. fools  triumph  upon  my  infidelity  ? [ Afide* 

Cor.  You  would  not  aimfo  low  asa  Woman  ! the 'Pub lick  1 
ever  as  long  as  you  live,  before  the  Private.  Therefore  good 
SbitrL  take  him  for  orce  ; and  be  fure  you  let  him  have  no 
private  room,  but  the  abominable,  publick,  ftinking  hole  , a- 
mongft  the  poor  prifoners : there  let  him  lye,  under  the 
Rofe,  ftill.  — This  was  a judgement  upon  me,  Wife,  and  you, 
old  Witch,  for  diftrufting  you,  was  it  not ! MeJJcugers,  you 
may  be  gone.  Sbirri,  away  with  Kim. 

[ Exit.MeJfengers . 

Itit.  I thought!  fhould  have  no  good  luck  this  day,  for  put- 
ting on  my  Breeches  before  my  Doublet , and  faying  my 
Prayers  before  I wafh’d  my  hands. 

Exeunt  Sbirri,  Tntrigo,  and  Jacomo. 

Cor.  After  a turn  or  two  roith  his  Wife , Well,  Wife,  ’tis 
•enough;  I believe  you  ••  this  fellows  fool  enough  to  attempt 
any  ridiculous  thing  without  incouragement , and  Jacomo 
might  be  deceiv’d  in  him.  But,  deal  ingenuoufly  with  me,  was 
you  never  Courted  by  Trivultio  ? 

Bel/.  Good  Sir,  be  patient,  and  I’ll  tell  you  all.  That  there 
Was  ever  any  allowance  to  his  Courtlhip,  on  my  part,  I ut- 
terly deny ; but  that  he  has  made  fome  addrefles  to  me,  I 
will  not  be  fo  unjuft  to  you  as  to  conceal  it. 

Triv.  Now  (hall  I go  th’  pot  next  y 'faith. 

Plagueofall  Woman-kind.  £ Aftde . 

Cor.  But  how,  and  where  ? . ' 

Bell.  Why,  Sir,  at  my  Chamber  Window,  with  Serenades. 

Cor.  But  was  he  never  within  doors  ? . 

Bel/.  Did  not  you  find  that  was  a meer  delufion? 

Cor.  True;  but  it  runs  in  my  head  ftill.  He’s  a wicked  fel- 
low, the  Devil  would  never  have  come  in  his  (hape  elfe.  But 
go  on. 

Bell.  At  laft,  tir’d  with  his  importunity,  I appointed  him  a 
meeting  this  afternoon  about  this  time,  in  General  Mocceni- 
go’s  Wildernefi. 
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Triv . Ha ! what  means  this  ? A Man  can  never  dive  to  the 
bottom  of  thefe  Women,  . [A fide. 

Cor.  How  a meeting?  an  unlawful  meeting  ? 

Bell.  No,  good  Sir,  no  unlawful  one : there's  to  be  none 
but.  us  two  there. 

Cor.  A dangerous  lewd  Conventicle. 

Bell.  But  you  know  I have  no  power  to  go  out,  unleft  you 
give  me  leave,  for  once,  or  fo. 

Cor.  Oh  rare! 

Bell.  Come,  Sir,  in  fhort,  the  whole  (cope  of  my  defign  is, 
to  give  you  fatisfa&ion  5 therefore  go  along  with  me,  and 
when  you  find  his  intentions,  vindicate  my  Honor  and  your 
own,  with  all  the  feverity  Revenge  can  diftate. 

Triv.  Oh,  now  I underdarid  her. 

Bell.  Meet  me  there,  in  your  own  Habit  if  youdare^ 

[To  Trivultio  apart. 

You  have  made  my  Husband  jealous,  you  are  bound 
To  cure  him  of  it,  or  fuffer  for  't. 

Cor.  Brave  wench,  now  I fee  thou  art  honed  5 but  if  thoii 
hadd  not  a mind  to  befo,  all  the  Devils  in  Hell  could  not 
compel  thee  to  it.  Come  away.  Exeunt. 

S c E N Uy  A Ga  iety  in  the  Dog ef  Palace. 

Sforza  walking  alone  in  it. 

Sfor.  Sure,  if  this  Carnival  continu'd  long, 

The  Women  would  run  mad : three  to  one  Man  > 

The  Ravifher,  th'  Admonidier,  the  Courtier. 

Two  Suns  reflefted  dreaming  from  the  true  one  ; 

Yet  thofe  two  lad  could  nevg:  be  the  fird  5 
But  (ure  one  Perfon,  her  Rival,  or  Oppofer. 

The  Lady  in  the  Church,  fhe  threatned  what  (he  as  done. 
Well,  my  Dear  fird  made  the  mod  decent  Courtfhip 
She  did  moi<eLove,  and  they  more  Rage  expreft  5 
Her  Heat  was  greater,  though  her  Flame  was  left. 

Yet  I could  with  her  Beauty  equalled  this.  \JPaufes  a little . 

I’ll  never  doubtNature  could  erre  fc>  much 

H To 
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T o take  ill  Lodging  for  fo  great  a Gueft : 

The  Face  is  but  the  Copy  of  the  mind 
Then  fore  ‘tis  glorious. 

The  Structure's  noble  5 fore  the  Front  is  fair. 
Sunpofe  it  were  not,  muft  I then  recede 
From  firft  Engagements,  without  juft  offence  ? 
Love,  like  a weight,  thrown  in  by  force,  prevails  $ 
But  Honor  weighs  more  in  unlhaken  fcales. 


Guard.  Sir,  an  old  Gentleman,  that  paft  by  the  Gate,  gave 
me  this,  with  ten  Checquins,  and  the  promife  of  as  many 
more,  to  deliver  it  (afe  to  your  hands : but  the  difcovery  may 
coft  me  my  life.  Pray  be  fecret. 


are  fcay  no  longer. 

Sfor.  reads.  If  your  Love  be  equal  to  mine,  your  refent- 
ment  is  as  great  for  our  violent  reparation.  You  are  a Prifon- 
ertonolefsa  perfon,  than  the  Princeft  Parhelia , the  Doges 
Daughter,  who  will  (pare  no  defperate  attempt  to  give  her 
felf  iatisfaftion.  But  I will  foddainly  redeem  you  from  this 
Captivity,  if  your  conftancy  deferve  fo  great  a favor. 


Ah,  my  dear  Saint,  then  the  debate  is  ended. 

No,  no,  (he  (hall  not  5 I can  free  my  felf : 

He  that  dares  dye,  can  never  be  a Slave, 

But  cheats  a Tyrant  of  his  (weet  revenge. 

Yet  there  is  hope  (till,  (he  may  fend  fome  Men 
To  force  the  way  in  y I can  fecond  ’em. 

But  though  I were  alone,  (hall  I be  forc’d  to  do 

What  Honor  chides  me  for?  (Treat  God’s  ’t(hall  never  be. 

I;  fhould  not  fancy  to  be  forc’d  toHeav’n  $ 

Atleaft,  by  any  Earthly  Power. 


' Vue  of  the  (juard  jteps 
\ and  delivers  a Letter. 


One  of  the  Guard fiefs  tohim , 


[Kiffes  the  Letter . 


Enter 
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Enter  two  Ghojts  a/Baffa's,  with  theirTurbant s,  W Wind- 
ing Jheets , and  a great  many  other  Turkifh  Ghojts  at- 
tending them . Thunder  and  Lightning,  and  the  place 
darkened  likg  Hell:  Sfbrza  Jlarts ; then 
recoUeUs  kimfelf. 

No,  nor  Infernal.  (Tfcej/  dijmally  about  him,  with 

✓ their  Scy meters  drawn , brandifinng 
/ at  him.  Sforza  looks  for  his  fiword, 
and  finds  none . 

And  mufti  be  their  naked  Prey  > 

C*/&r9  unarm'd,  veil'd  with  his  Robe  his  Face, 

And  was  aftiam'd,  but  not  afraid  to  dye ; 

So  let  me  perifh  $ but  fare  I know  thefe  Ghoft* 

Turks  all  5 and  their  brave  Leader  Achmet. 

Ibrahim  too  5 both  (lain  with  my  own  hand. 

No  mercy  now  fure. 

Ach.  Prepare,  prepare , To  turn  thy  felf  to  Airx  Sings  to  a dif* 
An  injur'd  Turk  ,made  fiercer  by  thefhadesA  mal  Tune. 
Thy  life  invades.  ^ 

Ibra.  Stay,  Achmet,  flay  i For  I will  Jhare  the  Prey  : 

The  Blond  of  Mans  too jweet.  As  thou  drankjl  mine. 

Til  quaff  off  thine . 

Chorus  of  \HeroicT  Dufi,  Be  not  ZJnjuJl  5 
other  Turky . SFach  Mu  file  man,  that  his  vile  hands  have  fiain, 

A piece  obtain . 

Altogether.  By  Pluto  fent,  we  draw  Terrejlrial  breath. 

And  offer  thee  too  fair,  or  Love,  or  Death. 

Sfor.  Is  this  your  bufinefs  after  Death,  great  Souls  ? 

I thought  you  had  been  rowling  among  heaps 
Of  naked  Beauties,  with  Eternal  vigor  ! 

Then  know,  fierce  Ghofts,  Devils  improv'd  to  Turks, 
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If  your  own  Hell  were  open,  Tde  fooner  leap  in’t, 

Than  do  a crime  that  ftiould  deferve  it. 

/The  Ghojis  walk^  ojfleifurely  as  they  came 
\ iff-)  with  Thunder  and  Lightning*  Sforza 
^ walky  about  a little* 

The  Doges  Daughter  turn’d  a Sorcerels ! 

A brighter  Angel  yet  than  any  fell 
With  Lucifirs  illuftrious  train  of  Rebels. 

Oh  that  the  virtuous  Prince  could  hear  of  this! 

But  I muft  never  live  to  make  relations. 

All  power  s continu'd  by  the  lame  ways  ’twasgot$ 

Then  doubt  not  Death,  or  Marriage.  \_PMiresi 

Death,  tis  the  leaft  of  evils,  or  a good, 

Becaufe  it  ends  cm  5 courted  by  Boys, 

For  lols  of  Pins  and  Counters  5 and  by  Females, 

Forlefler  toys:  matter'd  by  every  paffion, 

Love,  Revenge,  and  Grief  Shall  it  obey 

The  Slaves  of  Realbn  then,  and  not  their  Mafter  ? 

Deaths  the  dark  entry  to  more  plealant  Manfions, 

The  opening  of  the  Scene  to  fhow  us  things  more  glorious  5;. 
The  firft  flight  of  the  mew'd  and  hooded  Soul.. 

It  is  the  ftarting  place,  and  not  the  Goal. 

Whatis’t  we  live  for?  tell  life’s  fineft  tale? 

To  eat,  to  drink,  to  deep,  to  fill,  and  empty. 

Love  and  enjoy,  t enjoy  and  love  no  more  ? 

Tt>  talk  of  things  we  know  not,  and  to  know 
Nothing  but  things  not  worth  the  talking  of 
Infipid  Afts,  by  repetition,  naufeous? 

Who  would  not  dye  for  curiofity  ? 

A Female,  fickly,  childilh,  puking  Vice, 

Faith,  Fortitude.  Affliftion:  ceafe  your  Trumpets, 

For  Nature  s errors  fright  fuch  Enemies. 

My  Soul  is  but  in  Lodgings  for  a Term, 

Nature,  her  Landlady,  may  turn  her  out. 

True,  were  the  Houle  my  own,  I would  take  care- 
T’imbellilhit,  andkeep  itin  repair, 

Make  it  impregnable  ’gainft  Force  and  Time, 

TpDye  were  Folly,  and  to  Fight  a Crime ; . 
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But fince  Death’s  unavoided  Arrow  flies 
From  Foes,  Difeafes,  and  from  Women’s  Eyes  : 

Let’s  nobly  court  our  Fate,  fweet’ning  the  Race, 

With  the  full  Gallop,  not  the  fearful  Pace. 

Enter  Parhelia  glorioufly  dreji:  She  comes  towards  him. 

••it  0 

Park.  What,  canyon  love,  or  dye,  Sir  ? 

Sfor.  Both,  Madam.  Love 
They  lays  our  only  bufinels  after  death. 

Park.  And  ’tis  the  great  and  nobleft  caufe  of  life 
Cannot  thegreateft  fortune  in  the  State perfivade you 
To  quit  your  paffion  for  a killing  Mask  ? 

Pray  go  toth’  Tire-Shops,  you  may  chance  to  find 
A better  featur’d  one. 

Sfor.  You’re  very  pfeafant,  Madam, 

If  Love  want  Rhetorick,  how  (hall  Fear  perfwade  ? 

Park.  ’Twas  F ear  that  mov’d  your  choice  to  fuch  an  object* 
That  would  provoke  no  Rivals. 

No,  Sir,  you  need  not  doubt  that  we  will  force  you  : 

’Twas  but  to  try  how  wife  a man  you’d  prove, 

How  fit  to  make  a Soveraignin  Venice. 

You  may  have  liberty  to  court  your  Vizor  5 
Yet  know  you  re  in  my  Net  ftill.  Guards  let  him  pafk 
Sfor . That  grant  of  liberty,  fweetens  all  your  {harpneft. 

j Guards  let  him  out  at  one  doo)\ 
\ Exit  Parhelia  at  the  other . 

The  Scene  ^.General  Moecenigo ’s  Wilderuefs 
by  the  Walk  of  Statues. 

Comanti  and  his  Wife , with  (lx  or  feven  Bravoes  •- 
Arm'd , following  him * 

Bell.  This  is  the  place  I appointed  to  meet  Trivnltio  at : 
Lay  jour  Men  in  ambufh  hereabouts,  and  (land  you  behind 
this  Arbor,  and  when  you  djfeoverthe  wiekednefi  of  his  in- 
tentions, callout  the  Bravo's  to  him. 
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Cor.  But  you  muft  appear  to  be  very  forward  and  kind,  to 
make  himthe  bolder,  that  I may  have  the  juftercaufe  to  kill 
him. 

Bell.  Very  well  thought  of,  but  take  notice,  I'll  make  you 
fome  (port  before,  which  you  muft  not  be  angry  at. 

Cor.  No  unlawful  (port,  I hope? 

Bell.  Fy,  fy,  Sir j I mean  with  another  bufineft. 

SCornanti  gets  behind  the  Arbor y and 
c his  Bravo’s  under  the  Hedges. 

Enter  Hircanio. 

Hir.  This  is  the  Walk  in  the  middle  of  the  Wilderneis,  I 
was  to  meet  her  at — And  there  (he  is.  Oh  the  bleffed  Image! 
Madam, 

For  the  redemption  of  my  Captive-Heart, 

Or  its  goodufage  in  its  (lavery. 

Be  pleas’d  to  accept  this  knot  of  Diamonds : 

Too  fmall  an  off ’ring  to  (o  fair  a Shrine. 

Bell.  A very  fair  Jewel.  [Taking , and  looking  on  it. 

Enter  HircanioV  Wife. 

Wife.  I had  notice  from  a friend,  that  my  Husband  was  to 
meet  a Lady  here.  I,  here’s  the  Rogue  prefenting  her  with 
(omething. 

Hir.  Death, here’s  my  Wife.Q$ee/  her  and  begins  to  Jleal array. 
Wife.  Ah  you  old  Goat  you,  have  I caught  you? 

Did  I ever  deny  you  at  home,  you  falfe  Man  ? 

Oh  thou  impudent  perverter  of  Mankind ! [Turns  to  Bell. 

Haft  thou  theconfcience  to  defraud  an  Honeft  Woman  of  the 
dues  that  her  portion  paid  for? 

[Follows  her  Husband  offfcolding. 
[When  they  are  gone  ojf  out  comes  Cornanti. 
Cor.  Brave  Wench,  y ’faith!  Ha,  ha,  he.  Didft  not  thou 
(end  for  his  Wife  ? 

Bell.  I,  I Sir  j take  the  Jewel,  and  to  your  place  again. 

[ He  retires. 
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Enter  Trivukio  in  bis  own  Habit. 

Bell . coming! Dear  Sir,  I’m  forry  my  pretended  coy  nefe 
up  to  Trivul.  i Has  fa  long  exercis’d  your  patience. 

Triv.Oh, Madam, luch  high  buffings  deferve  fbme  expe&ation. 
Bell.  But,  Sir,  I fhall  no  longer  torture  your  defires. 

Triv.  Faith,  Madam,  Lovers  are  hard  labourers, 

Tis  pity  to  keep  back  their  wages. 

Bell.  DeavTrivHltiOy  I am  wholly  thine. 

QMe  runs  to  him  and  embraces  him- 
Triv.  How  can  that  be,  when  the  illuftrious  Senator, 

[Starting;. 

Tour  Husband  may  plead  an  elder  Title  ? 

Bell.  His  was  by  purchafe,  Sir,  but  yours  free  gift. 

Triv . You  re  very  liberal  of  what’s  not  your  own. 

Ill  ne’r  grow  rich  by  robberies : Venetian  Commons 
Are  well  ftock’d , 111  never  break  inclofures. 

Bell.  JDear  heart,  what  needs  this  nicety?  this  is  not 
A place  for  complement,  but  execution. 

\ Cornanti  may  appear  here0  peeping  ridiculonfly 
I from  behind  the  Arbor. 

Triv.  Oh,  impudence ! Know,  Madam,  then  I came  to  try 
what  I could  fcaree  believe  , but  knowing  it,  abhor  the  in- 
jury, intended  againft  my  noble  friend  3 which  I durft  not  ac- 
quaint him  with, till  by  this  circumftance  affur’d.  I (ay,  againft 
my  friend,  and  my  Fathers  old  Friend.  ’Tis  true,  he  refus’d 
to  lend  me  Money  5 but  I know  he  did  it  for  my  good. 

Bell.  Well,  well,  thou’lt  never  leave  thy  drolling, Trivnltio. 
Triv.  No,  no  Madam,  the  Dignity  of  a Senator  is  notfo 
cheaply  to  be  valu’d.  Were  I dilpos’d  to  thofe  voluptuous> 
fins,  I’de  quench  my  Flames  in  commonWaters,  and  not  cor- 
rupt the  noble  Streams,  to  viciate  a Race  of  Princes. 

Bell.  Come,  come,  Sir,  you  do  but  jeft. 

j She  hangs  upon  him , he  fhakgs  her 
l off:  fhe  comes  and  fawns  again. 
Triv.  Nay,  then  I’ll  be  in  earneft. 

Oh  you  vile  Strumpet  5 abufe  my  noble  friend,  and  an  illuftri- 
ous Senator!  ’Tis  private  juftice,  and  ’tis  publick  too,  to* 
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(courge  thy  (infill  Carcafe.  [Seems  to  beat  her  violently 

with  his  Cane . 

[Cornanti  comes  oat  from  behindthe  Arbor  ^and  interposes. 

Cor.  Ofpare  my  Wife,  (pare  my  Wife,  dies  Honed,  die's 
very  honed. 

Triv.  Bled  me!  the  noble  Clarijftmo ! How  came  you  here, 
Sir  ? you  re  too  good  natuf  d 5 no,  no,  it  cannot  be. 

[Goes  to  beat  her  agahu 

Cor.  Hold,  hold,  for  the  Lord's  (ake : fhe  is  indeed,  and 
plac'd  me  here  to  watch  you. 

Triv.  She  place  you?  'twas  a cunning  honed  trick  of  her. 
A man  had  been  finely  ferv'd  that  had  come  with  a didioned 
intent,  la. 

Bell.  I could  do  no  lefs  than  acquaint  my  Husband  with 
your  (bllicitations. 

Triv.  Nor  I,  than  to  vindicate  his  Honor.  Pray,  Madam, 
pardon  my  Zeal  to  your  Husband. 

Cor.  Dear  Trivultio,  now  fhall  I edeem  thee,  as  the  mod 
faithful  friendthat  I have  in  the  World : my  Houfe  and  my 
Coffers  are  all  open  to  thee. 

Triv . Oh,  good  Sir,  Virtue's  its  own  reward. 

Cor.  That  ever  I could  imagine  there  diould  be  any  bale- 
fiefs  in  my  old  friend  , Cavalier  Trivultios  Son,  that  noble 
Gentleman ! Dear  Wife,  I am  forry  for  thee : how  is  it,  Honey> 

Bell.  Well  enough,  if  it  may  tend  to  your  (atisfaftion. 

Cor.  I fhall  never  harbor  an  ill  thought  of  thee,  as  long  as  I 
live  again.  Such  a Wife  and  fuch  a Friend  ! [Kijfes  her. 

But  this  old  Satyr  Hircanio  ! I cannot  chufe  but  laugh  at  him 
* How  his  Wife  pepper’d  him!  Come,  come  away,  my  dear 
fweet Rogue! — tomyHoufe,  torejoyce  with  me  and  my 
Wife,  upon  this  admirable  confirmation,  and  fettlement  of  my 
thoughts. 

Bell.  Now  have  I honedly  accomplidi'done  of  my  defigns, 
to  cure  my  Husband  of  his  caufelefs  jealoufie:  the  next  is,  to 
help  this  wild  young  fellow  to  a Wife,  to  reclaim  him. 

Cor . Come  let's  away. Such  a Wife, and  (ucha  Friend!  Exeunt . 

OJ  oot  2-  )iidi/  • sff  bn'  V'l  ; jv 
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ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.  Cornanti’s  Houfe. 

Corrtanti  in  a modijh  Habit , broad  Hat , open  Breajiflijf 
Pantaloons , &c. 

Or#.  V*  T Ow  eafy  and  light  do  I find  my  felf,  fince  I fhak’d 
1 —I  off this  lazy  difeafe  of  Jealoufy  ! methinks  I am 
X.  X not  the  feme  man.  Let  me  fee.  (Takes  out  his 
Pockpt-Glafs .)  Why  , no : thou  ly’ft  in  thy 
throat,  old  CornantijT  thou  fey ’ft  fo.  I renounce  thee  and  thy 
Works.  Well,  now  that  I am  new  rigg’d  and  trimm’d, 
will  I launch  out  into  the  Ocean  of  Bravery,  and  rout  whole 
Squadrons  of  jealous  Cuckolds.  Woebe  to  the  yellow  Flags* 
What  a world  of  Miftrefles  might  a Man  make,  while  he  fits 
brooding  over,  and  watching  one  Wife ! 

Enter  Bellinganna. 

My  Wife  has  not  feen  me  in  my  new  Cloaths  yet. 

Ill  try  if  (he  knows  me.  Pray,  Madam,  what’s  become  of  the 
jealous  Cockscomb,  your  Husband  > 

Bell . You’re  very  bold  with  him,  Sir.  Not  at  home.  This 
is  feme  intimate  acquaintance  of  my  Husband’  s$  { [Mde . 

they  will  abufe  him  fometimes.  Tis  a flat-nos’d  ugly  fellow* 
he  looks  like  one  of  my  Husband’s  Baftards. 

Cor . Abufe  me!  I’ll  try  my  Rhetorick. 

Bell.  ’Slife,  I think  ’tis  my  Husband  himfelf ! How  thefe 
faftiionable  Cloaths,  and  white  Peruigs,  (the  great  Levellers 
of  Faces ) alter  Men ! But  I’ll  take  no  notice  of  him. 

Cor . 1st  pofiible fo  e'xquifite  a Beauty 
Can  reft  contented  in  fuch  frozen  Arms  ? 

Bell.  Oh  very  well,  Sir : I love  to  lye  cool. 

Cor . Troth,  Madam,  to  be  plain  with  you,  your  Husband  s 
my  old  acquaintance,  and  friend,  my  fecond-Self,  and  I have 
a great  inclination  to  oblige  him  with  a pair  of  Horns. 
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Bell.  Have  you  indeed.  Sir  ? I know  not  what  you  fee  in 
me,  can  juftify  this  liberty  of  talking.  Be  mannerly,  or  be- 
gone,  Sir. 

Cor.  Well,  well,  Madam,  I’ll  talk  of  fomething  elfe.  I was 
fomething  the  more  free  to  droll  with  you,  becaufe  they  fay 
your  Husband,  that  was  one  of  the  moft  jealous  Owls  in  na- 
ture, is  now  perfectly  cur’d,  and  convinc’d  of  your  honefty. 

I am  the  moft  contented  Man  the  Earth  bears, 

Bell.  Why,  are  you  luch  a man  ? 

Cor.  I mean,  Madam,  He  (aid  he  was.  What  a Block-head 
ami! 

Bell.  Now  will  I torment  him  a little. . You’re  a goodly 
Man  indeed  to  talk  of  being  my  Gallant ! Ifl  would  be  con- 
cern’d with  any  man  in  the  World,  it  fhould  be  Trivultio.  Ah, 
what  a Genty  man  is  this  Trivultio ! 

Cor.  Hell  and  Devils,  Oh  the  crafty  Strumpet ! ’Tis  too 
true  I fee.  [Goes  to  draw  his  Sword : Jhe  runs  up  to  him. 

Bell.  Why,  Husband  ; pretty,  (mug-fac’d  Husband,  did  not 
I know  thee?  why  wouldft  thou  conceal  thy  felf?  I was  re- 
folv’d  to  vex  thee  a little  for  t. 

Cor.  Oh,  was  it  nothing  elfe  ? well  enough.  I did  begin  to 
relapfe. 

Bell.  Why,  Husband,  you’re  another  manner  of  Man.  Pret- 
ty (mirking  Rogue,  come  kifs  me. 

Cor.  That  I am  y’faith : I defy  all  the  young  fellows  in 
Town  for  a Gallant.  That  I do,  fo  I do. 

Enter  Eunuch. 

Eun.  Madam,  yonder’s  Signior  Hireanio  without. 

Bell,  Very  good : bid  him  come  in.  I’ll  leave  you.  Exit. 

Cor.  1,1;  that  will  make  rare  (port. 

This  Jealoufie,  what  is’t?  A dream  of  Horns. 

What  if  I dreamt  of  Tails,  or  cloven  Feet,  ! 

And  had  no  real  blemifti  ? 

Suppofe  the  Feat  was  done,  what  is  it  then  ? * 

A wound  of  Honor,  but  without  a pain ; . 

The  running  through  ofaGhoft,  the  letting  bloud  of  Air. 
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The  killing  a Chimera.  • 

Honor’s  a Shadow,  that  a Shadow’s  Dream. 

Uncharitable  Error,  Vice  of  Plenty, 

A fenflefs  fright 

That  you  want  that  of  which  you  have  too  much. 

Is  a Face  worfe  for  being  feen : a voice  for  being  heard 
By  others  ? A Hand,  an  Arm,  a Mouth,  and  fo  the  reft. 

For  being  touch’d,*  if  they  be  unremov’d? 

Did  I imagine  that  I wanted  Arms,  or  Legs, 

And  had  them  ftill,  were  I not  more  ridiculous 
Than  loft  of  them  could  make  me  monftrous  ? 

It  was  notfc,  when  Men  in  Commons  rang’d, 

When  every  Male  had  Heards  of  hungry  Females, 
WhenLeachery  was  rul’d  by  publick  Votes, 

And  Lovers,  chofe  likeMagiftrates 

In  cautious  Common-wealths, - 

The  fhorter  time,  the  better  for  the  Publick  $ 

Then  from  full  Meals  they  interchang’d  their  Dainties , 

But  fince  we  were  reftrain’d  to  little  Chops. 

And  (lender  Meffes,  it  is  our  poverty 
That  makes  us  narrovv-Soul’d,  and  envious. 

Snarling  at  |very  Paffenger  comes  near 
Our  (linking  clofe-pick’d  Bone. 

Enter  Hircanio. 

Hir.  May  I make  bold  to  interrupt  your  Solitude  ? 

Cor.  A worle  diverfion  were  a favour,  Sir. 

Faith,  Sir,  ’tisill  halting  before  a Cripple,  I believe  you  re 
of  my  mind,  you  take  an  opportunity  to  vifit  the  Lady,  when 
her  Husband’s  out  of  doors. 

Hir . Oh  fy,  Sir,  fhe’s  a perfon  of  Honor, 

Cor . Be  not  (b  over-wife,  i grave  Sir  5 I’ll  deal  frankly  with 
you  5 I’m  before  hand  with  you : look,  Sir  5 do  you  fee  this 
knot  of  Diamonds  ? A (mall  gift  of  hers. 

Hir . Death?  my  JeweL  This  the  happy  Favorite : we 
fpend  to  maintain  others.  .But  pray.  Sir,  did  you  ever  , obtain 
the  Favour  ? 
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Cor.  Why,  is  not  this  a great  one?  * 

Hir.  1,1;  but  the  favor  t’ enjoy  her.  Sir. 

Cor.  Why,  what  dye  think,  were  no  fuch  Lenten- Lovers 
here  in  Italy,  Jovebe  prais’d  .•  I’ve  layn  with  her  five  hundred 
times. 

Hir.  Oh  the  happy  Man ! but  is  (he  not  a rare  Bedfellow  ? 

Cor.  Faith,  fo,  fo  : if  it  were  not  that  (he  fmells  a little  too 
much  of  the  Frangipani  in  hot  weather.  But  did  you  . never 
kils  her  too  ? 

Hir.  Never  but  in  a civil  Salute,  or  fo. 

Cor.  Oh  then  (he  flops  her  Wind:  but  (he  has  a breath 
more  poifonous  than  the  Pump-water  of  a Ship  that  never 
Leaks.  The  Devil’s  in  hint  if  he  likes  her  now.  [Afide. 

Hir.  Oh  pray,  Sir,  then  (pare  your  leavings,  and  (peak  a 
good  word  forme:  I may  chance  to  find  you  a Buona-Roba 
in  another  place. 

Cor.  Say  you  fo.  Sir  ? Ill  go  about  itdrait; 

Hir.  Do,  good  Sir. 

Cor.  But  remember  your  promife  to  Pimp  for  me,  good 
grave  Senator : ’tisan  Honourable  employment,  and.  fit  for 
none  but  Statefinen.  Exit. 

Hir . I’ll  not  fail,  Sir.  This  is  the  mod  hopefup way  ; for  I 
fear  her  appointment  inthe  Wildernefs  was  treclierous. 

Exit  at  the  other  door. . 
The  S-ce  M E,  A Street. 

Sforza  walking  in  it,  and  flopping  over  againfi the 
Prifon  where  Intrigo  is. 

Sfor.  So,now.  I know  where  I am : here  dwells  my  Goddefe. 

{Knocks  on  the  Hilt,  then  Hems,  Intrigo 
appears  at  the  Grate. 

Oh,  now  my  Heaven  appears  , but  clouded  dill. 

Dear  Saint, 

Did  ever  mortal  foffer  fo  much  violence  ? 

Int.  Trudme,  this  noble  Count,  with  Candor  and  Fami- 
liarity, owns  my  affli&ions,  is  come  to  fee  me,  and  calls  me 
Saint,  becaufe  of  my  perforations.  [Afide. 

Certainly,  Sir,  it  was  a mod  unexpected  and  inhumane  re- 
draint.  ■ 
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Sfor . I,  to  be  hurry  eland  hail'd  away  by  force, 

And  mew'd  up  in  a kind  of  inchanted  Cattle. 

The  Lady  has  caught  cold  by  her  voice.  [ Afide . 

Int.  I,  and  terrefy 'd  and  threaten’d,  and  kept  prifoner,  with- 
out any  Ground  or  Reafon. 

QParhelia  looks  out  at  a window  hard  by* 

Park.  Yonder's  the  Count  has  ftumbled  upon  fome  other 
Masqu’d  Lady  : fome  miftake.  I mutt  go  to  him : is  he  mad  ? 

Intr.  Verily, dear  Sir, this  was  the  moft  unjuft  captivity  that 
ever  was,  fince  the  Jews  were  in  Babylon. 

Sfor.  I,  or  the  Spaniards  under  the  Moors , in  Granada; 

Int  Ha,  Moorsl  doesheabufeme?  ’Tis  true,.  I could  not 
get  out  this  Blaek.yet.  [ 'Afide 

What  e’r  the  occafion  was,  is  more  then  every  body’s  aware 
of  5 but  fome  (hall  hear  on’t  on  both  fides  of  their  Ears. 

Sfor.  Nay,  pray  forget  it  now  : Ladies  hands  ftrike  gently. 

Int  Well  confider'd  indeed,  and  'tis  good  manners  to  kifs 
the  Rod,  and  bear  it  patiently. 

Sfor.  Why  do  you  reproach  me  with  my  patience  ? 

Where  {hall  I find  the  Offenders?.  I'll  tell  you  the  whole 
ftory. 

Int.  How,  can  you  tell  my  ftory  better  than  my  folf  ? 

Sfor.  Methinks  the  Lady  {peaks  not  pertinently.  [ Afide . 

True,  there  was  a Letter  fent  from  a Lady. 

Int.  Now  does  he  abufe.  me,  for  taking  up  * Bellingannas 
Note.  [A(ide> 

Sfor.  Which  I took  to  be  yours.  You  . might' hear  fome- 
thing  3 but  you  faw  nothing,  but  the  beginning  of  the  bufi- 
nefi. 

Int.  What  means  this  ? [Afide; 

But  I hope  I (hall  fee  an  end  on’t  fhortly. . 

Sfor.  Ofwhat,dear  Madam  ? Why  do  you  {peak  fo  myfti- 
cally?  Mutt  your  Sence,  as  well  as  Face,  be  ftillobfeur’d 
from  me? 

Int . Does  he  Call  me, Madam?  .Without  doubt  he  abufes  me, 

[Afide, 

For  all  your  feoffs,  Sir,  fome  Ladies  may  have  worfe  Faces, 
tho5 1 confeis,  I am  a little  Sun-burn;  atpiefent. 
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Sfor.  Oh  pardon  me,  Divineft  Beauty,  my  Faith's  as  ftrong 

as  ever. 

bit.  Why,  worfe  and  worfe  > I can  endure  no  longer. 

Enter  Parhelia  veil'd. 

Sfor . 1 have  incens’d  my  GoddeG. 

Park.  Well,  what’s  the  matter.  Count? 

Sfor . Here  comes  the  EnchantreG. 

Park.  Another  MiftreG  ? What,  are  you  mad  3 or  turn’d 
.inconftant  ? \ 

Sfor . Avoid,  Satan : you  impudent  Magician,  SorcereG  3 
the  Earth  (hall  (wallow  me,  before  I’ll  leave  my  firft  Engage- 
ments. 

Park,  Why  ? I ’m  your  firft. 

Sfor.  Tisfalfe,  you  Witch,  Medta,  Conjurer. 

Park  There’s  no  talking  to  him  now  3 but  I’ll  ftay  to  fee 
th’  event. 

Sfor: Conceal’d  Divinity, offended  GoddeG  dcvn  on  Us 

Once  more  impart  thy  Glorious  Rayes,  i pnfjejSon*mArd>  lhe 
And  vifit  thy  immutable  Adorer.  f Plays  and  makes  mofi 
Pedro , my  Guittar.  h loving  Grimaces. 

bit.  Ha!  fomeMufick!  ^Putting  out  his  Head  farther 

( than  ordinary. 

Park.  Ha,  ha,  he!  Intrigo  inPrifcn,  black  as  he  was  at  my 
Coufin  Belli ngannas,  which  you  take  for  a Malque^  and 
here’s  the  Prifon.  Come,  view  your  Miftrefs  nearer. 

' Sfor.  Death,  ’tis  the  grave  fool  indeed! 

lnt.  Abufeme  ftill!  Oh  the  ignorance  of  Mankind,  that 
judges  all  things  by  the  event ! [Withdravps. 

Park  Look  here,  that’s  my  window  I fpy’d  you  from. 

Sfor.  True,  this  is  the  place  undoubtedly  : now  I remem- 
ber it.  - > . . f [Falls  on  his  knees  to  her, 

A thoufand  pardons,  Madam,  if ’t  be  you. 

Park.  Nay,  I’ll  conviiice  you.  Come,  go  in  with  me  into  my 
Houfe,  and  thence  into  feme  publick  place, 

Where  you  fhall  fee  her  who  your  faith  has  try’d, 

And  judge  ifwell  or  ill,  your  Virtue  was  employed.  Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Jacomo,  knocks  at  the  Prifon  door , the 
Jaylor  opens  the  door. 

Jac.  Sir,  Signior  Cornanti  has  order’d  you  to  releafe  Intrigo. 
Jay.  Very  well,  Sir.  Exit. 

Jac.  Methinks  this  impriionment  (hould  have  lb  mortify ’d 
him,  that  we  (hall  hear  no  more  of  his  Love- Adventures  at 
our  Houle : but  ’tis  ten  to  one  but  he  will  be  launching  out 
upon  Ibme  new  defigne.  He  can  no  more  conceal  his  counter- 
feit Wildom,  then  a beggarly  Gallant  canftay,  within  doors 
with  a Copper-Lac’d  Suit. 

Enter  Intrigo  and  Jay  lor. . 

Grave  Signior  Intrigo , you  are  injoyn’d,  not  to  Ipeak  a word 
of  the  occaiion  of  your  coming  to  our  Houfe.  Farewel,  Sir, 
• Exit. 

Int.  This  releafe  was  certainly  procur’d  by  feme  overture 
of  the  amorous  Lady,  and  the  mollify ’d  Duegna. 

I will  patiently  expedt  another  Summons.  Exit. 

T.he  S C F.  N E jhe  Doge’s  Palace , with 
the  fame  Furniture  as  before. 

Sforza  Walking  in  ft  with  his  veil’d  Miflrefs. 

Sfor.  Brels  me,  great  Gods,  what  do  I fee,  my  glorious 
Prifon!  the  very  lame  Room,  the  lame  Furniture,  and  the 
lame  Guards  in  Masks  ! f The  Princefs  unveils,  and  he 

l falls  on  his  knees. 

Oh  Heavens,  the  felf-lame  perfon  • 

Park.  What,  will  you  yet  adore  your  lhame-fac’d  Idol  > 
(Sure  fhe’s  an  Angel,  caufe  invifible) 

Or  muft  I force  you  once  again  ? ' [ 'Drollingly . 

Sfor.  Myfterious  Goddels, 

Blame  not  my  difobedience,  mif-led  by  duty. 

I’m  yours  by  luch  a cloud  of  Titles,  that  I’m  loft  in’t  j . 


Slave- 
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Slave  to  your  Beauty,  Subject  to  your  Wit, 

And  Captive  to  your  Power,  but  as  wife  Princes 
Who  conquer  Kingdoms,  though  by  Law  their  own. 

Claim  by  the  Sword  as  the  fublimeft  tenure, 

And  feorn  all  other  wrangling  competitions : 

So  let  me  be  the  Vaflal  of  your  greatnefi^ 

(Though  Wit  and  Beauty,  Empires  without  Arms, 

Chain  me  too  faft)  kept  in  material  Shackles, 

And  inthemeaneft  Drudgeries  employ’d, 

Where  I may  view  my  Tyrants  glorious  Image. 

Park.  I’H  no tmiftruft  your  Virtue,  nor  my  Charms  5 
Your  conftancy  has  made  me  value  both  5 
Nor  call  him  Captive  that’s  invincible : 

Love’s  no  Ufarper,  but  a Natural  Prince  5 
So  good,  he  needs  no  Laws  nor  Cuftoms  to 
Reftrainhim$  nor  to  proteft  him,  Arms : 

Harmlefe  with  Forces  irrefiftible  5 
Invulnerable  with  naked  Innocence. 

Then  you  (hall  be  my  Prifoner,  but  at  larger 
Confin’d  from  nothing  Love  invites  you  to 

Sfor.  And  Honor  (hall  be  judge  what  Love  fhall  do. 

Enter  Cornanti  leading  Aurana,  ^WTrivultio 
leading  Bellinganna. 

Corn.  ^ jolly  company  y ’faith,  if  we  had  the  Fiddles. 

[Wal/{s  about  Singing . 

Park.  Whar,  broke  loofe  again,  Coufin  ? 

Aar.  Pray,  Madam,  bow  came  you  to  hear  of  my  efeape? , 

Park . Oh,  my  Confin  Bellinganna  and  I,  have  kept  a con- 
ftant  correlpondence.  Well,  Count,  that  you  may  not  be  mi- 
ferable  alone,  here  are  feme  other  fellow-Prifoners  to  Ma- 
trimony. 

S 'for.  If  happinels  may  be  increas’d  by  paitfcipation?  or  if 
I can  receive  any  addition  to  what  I have  already,  it  is  to 
fee  my  friend  Trivultio  fo. 

Triv . Thanks,  dear  Count. 

j * ' *:  A.  -T!  7,.-  '.jui-  4 i.  jai'i.)  n n.  / ‘..i  At 

; Sfor, 
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Sfor.  But,  Madam,  one  doubt  remains  yet  unrefolvd  5 
Who  were  your  Angels,  and  who  your  Ghofts? 

Park . Thefe  were  my  Ghofts  :c  Pointing  to  her  Guards. 

And  thefe  my  Angels.  < Pointing  to  her  Women  and 

Cor.  I have  a pretty  crotchet'  Pages. 
juft  now  come  into  my  Head : Yonder  c Parhelia  and  Beilin- 
Trivnltio , o’ my  confidence,  is  very  ho-  - ganna  t altogether. 
neft,  and  would  not  cuckold  me,  if  he  might  5 and  my  Wife's 
a Woman  of  Honor:  I have  try'd  ’em  both 5 therefore  will  I 
cuckold  him.  Ah  quit  eji  donx  de  fair e,  fon cker  amy  Cocu . Come 
hither  pretty  Soul,  I do  intend  to  make  Trivnltio  my  Heir  : 
will  you  give  me  leave  to  vifit  you,  when  your  Husbands 
from  home  ? 

Aur.  Twill  be  the  greater  favor,  Sir,  that  you  will  own  me 
in  his  abfence. 

Cor . So,  fo  5 Done  and  Done,  as  plain  as  yp  and  ride.  Look 
how  the  poor  fellow  looks  at  me ! As  jea-^  Triv.  and  Bell,  pry 
lous  as  a Goofe  ! And  my  Wife  too ! I, Sir,  j at  hrm^and  counter - 
if  you  knew  how  near  you  were  being  a tfeit  a jealoufie. 
Cuckold ! (Laughs  f)  How  fneakingly  a man  looks  that's  jea- 
lous! (Afidef)  But,  methinks  the  Rogue  begins  to- look  a 
{quint  at  me. 

Triv.  Ill  fright  him  a little.  Hark  you,  Sir,  do  you  endea- 
vour to  corrupt  myMiftrefs?  [Angrily. 

Cor.  'Slife,  what  ihall  I fay  ? Thy  Miftrefs ! not  for  a world? 
Lm  not  fuch  a Rogue.  Make  a Whore  of  her  I intend  {hall 
bring  Heirs  to  my  Family ! 

Triv.  It  feems  you  intend  to  get  em  your  felf  Come,come, 
Sir  5 fis  no  jefting  matter  5 I over-heard  you. 

Cor.  Ha,  ha,  he.  Was  it  not  fit  for  me  to  try  whether  fhe 
were  honeft,  or  no?  Thou  fhouldft  never  have  had  her  elfe : 
my  Son  and  Heir  marry  a Whore!  I’defeeher  burnt  firft.  If 
it  had  been  any  other  Woman,  I had  been  in  earned,  la* 

Triv.  Was  it  only  fo?  I’mfatisfy’d. 

Cor.  Oh, are  you  fo?  There's  wit  for  you, at  a dead  pinch, la  ! 
Poor  eafy  Milk-fop,  that  (han’t  ferve  thy  turn. 

Thou  art  already  Lifted  and  InrolTd 
Into  the  Honorable  Society. 

% • - - K Coma 
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Coma.  Coma , Coma  chi  vital  ha  it  er  di  Coma  [Sings. 

Hark  thee,  Tripultio,  I have  forty  thoufand  Cfowns  to  lpare; 
let  me  fee,  how  many  Whores  will  that  make? 

Trip.  Faith,  Sir,  I want  Arithmetick  to  count  ’em? 

Shall  I reckon  by  J ulio’s,,  or  Halfe  Crowns  ? • 

Cor.  Halfe  Crowns.  A good  Market-rate.  Let  me  fee*  about 
eight  hundred  thoufand  of’em.  Thats  all.  I have  a proje&, 
that  every  one  of  thefe  Women  (hall  bear  me  two  Male  Chil- 
dren at  a birth  every  year : fo  that  about  twenty  years  hence, 
I (hall  be  able  to  bring  every  year  a fre(h  Army  of  Sixteen 
hundred  thoufand  fighting  Men  into  the  Field*  out  of  my 
ownLoyns,Boy.  The  old  Patriarchs  were  Affes  to  me : poor 
impotent  broken-belly ’d  Fumblers. 

Triv.  But,  at  this  rate,  you  muft:  get  more  Children  in  a 
night  than  Hercules. 

Cor.  Hercules ! Why,  Hercules  never  eat  French  Pottage, 
nor  Jelly,  nor  Champignons.  A poor  Carret-eating  Rogue ! 
I’ll  have  all  the  Cordials  and  Elixirs,  that  Nature  treafures 
up  for  the  induftrious,  paydby  the  rich.  My  Phyfitians  (hall 
if  udy  nothing  elfe  but  the  Art  of  Procreation  a,  I’ll  have  none 
but  thole  that  can  turn  all  Nerves  into  Bones,  and  ajl  Meat 
into  Marrow, 

Triv.  Right,  Sir.  You  (hall  have  all  the  three  Concoftions 
in  a minute,  and  the  time  gain’d  from  them  (hall  be  employ’d 
to  lengthen  Generation. 


Jinicr Vifconti  with  Melinda,  Vilconti, 
French  Habit,  Jluck^  with  Pijlols , 
and  a Musquetoon  at’s  hack. 
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Park.  Well  efcap’d.  Madam.  I lee  you’re  as  good  as  your 
word, 

Mel.  Oh,  Madam,  I am  as  it  were  at  home,  under  the  wings 
of  my  Tutor  here. 

Fife.  And,  Begar,  me  vil  now  teche  you  de  fineft  lefbn  in 
devol  vorld. 

AfeA  No  other  Leffon,Mounfieur,  but  the  French  Song : 

[Sings  a ridiculous  French  Song. 

Cor... 
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Cor.  What  the  Devil’s  this  fellow  that  Melinda  has  got? 

Vifi.  Mebede  Exant  of  de  Guard  to  dePrincefle  j vat  is 
dat  to  you? 

Cor.  Ex:ang,  withapoxto’t!  what’s  that?  [Afide. 

Good  Mr.  Exang  bepatient. — S Turns  his  Head  always  at  the 

Vifi.  Do  you  laughe  at  me  ?A  word  Exang,  and  laughs , fir 

Cor.  Pray  excute  me.  Sir  5 ’tis'"  fear  the  other  fhould fie  hint. 
a new  word  I had  not  heard  before,  a fine  word : but  I 
honor  your  Pcrfbn  as  much  as  any  man  living,  good  Mr.  Ex- 
ang. [Turns  his  Head  and  laughs. 

Sfor.  We  (hall  have  fome  Blood-thed  by  and  by,  between 
thefe  two  Heroes. 

Cor.  If  I might  be  hang’d,  I cannot  forbear  talking  to  him. 
•Hark  you,  Mounfieur  Exang , — (Turns  his  Head  and  laughs .) 
are  not  you  fome  Dancing-Mafter,  or  fome  fuch  kind  of  fel- 
low? pray  throw  off  your  fighting  Tools  a little,  and  teach 
me  a Cor  ante.  [ Walking  about,  atid  finging. 

Vifi.  Me  Dancing-Metre ! Begar  you  lye  in  de  troate  j me 
corn  dat.  Me  Metre  Dance? 

Cor.  What  are  you  then?  a Fencing-Matter?  will  you 
teach  me  the  Stocade  ? the  Sa,  Sa  ? 

Vifi.  Morbleu : de  affront  to  de  Noblefle.  Me  no  Metre- 
Dance,  Metre-Fence,  no  Artizan,  no  Burgeois,  no  Fout-man. 
Me  be  Gentil  homme.  You  be  de  Son  of  de  Whore , and  de 
Beech,  and  de  Kifhen  Wench,  to  fay  fo : me  marry  dis  Lady 
de  grand  kalit£.  Me  vil  have  fatisfaefeeon. 

Triv.  ’Slife,  what  have  you  done?  The  Frenchmen  are  all 
Gentlemen  abroad,  unleli  their  Cloaths  dilprove  ’em.  The 
Ladies  never  queftion  it.  We  {ball  have  a 'Challenge  prefent- 
ly:  will  you  pleafe  to  accept  of  me  for  a Second? 

Cor.  No,  no,  I hope,  no  need  of  that.  [Trembling . 

Vifi.  Me  Bourgeois  1 Me  Roturier ! Me  Metre  Dance ! 

[Walking  angrily. 

Cor.  I did  not  care  neither,  but  that  I ftrain’d  my  Arm  t’o- 
ther day,  fighting  with  the  Watch : I can  hardly  ftretch  it 
out.  And  you  know  the  chief  Thruft  lies  in  the  Allongce.  I 
hate  to  kill  a man  by  halves. 


A 
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A Dance  b in  the  middle  of  which , Enter  ParfoiT. 

Bell.  Come,  come,  we  lofe  time:  are  you  ready  to  be 
married  ? 

To  the  work  prefently,  Mr.Parfon. 

/ The  three  Couples  joyn  hands , Sforza  and  Parhelia^ 
j Vifconti  and  Melinda  b Trivnltio  and  Aurana. 
\ A great,  noife  without,  (Jland  off,  jland  off b Tray- 
^ tors , Tray  tors.)  Clajlmg  of  Swords , the  Women 

fqneak- 

Park.  Oh  Lord,  we  are  undone ! who  would  have  thought 
of  anybodies  coming  here  at  this  time? 

Atir.  Heaven  defend  us. 

Fife.  Que  Diable  eft  fa  ! 

Triv.  Have  a good  Heart,  man,  ’tis  nothing.  j Cornanti 
Cor.  Sayft  thou  fo.  Boy  ? Somefrolick  I wanantLtremhles. . 
you. 

Some  of  the  Fizarded  Men,  are  upon  the  Stage , others 
come  running  in.  Enter  the  Doge  and  the  Procura- 
tors, the  Teomen  oft  he  Guard  going  before. 

Doge.  Seize  on  the  Conlpirators. 

Yeomen.  Deliver, deliver.  [They feize’em. 

Doge.  If  I had  not  come  hither  by  accident , contrary  to . 
my  cuftom,  what  a fcandal  had  I layn  under ! 

Blefs  me ! my  Daughter ! 

Park,  I humbly  beg  your  Highnefs  pardon : ’twas  but 
harmlels  mirth. 

Doge.  With  Arm’d  Men  in  Vizards  ? and  in  my  Palace  too. 
To  wound  my  Servants,  and  oppofe  my  Entr  ance  ? 

I grieve  at  the  difhonor  of  my  Ipotlels  Race. 

Hir.  Juft  Heaven,  my  Daughter  with  her  hair-brain’d 
Gallant  fo  foon  again!  Oh  the  wandring  Whore ! 

Grim.  And  mine  too  with  her  (harking  Frenchman ! ; 

You  Pow’rs  above,  why  am  I not  ftruck  blind  ? 

Degenerate  Strumpet,  couldftthou  find  none  to  make 
Thy  Paramour,  but  this  poor  Mufhroom  ? 

Fife,  Begar,  me  corn  your  word  : me  no  Mufhroom,  no 
Stoolt-oad, 

x Grim. 
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Grim . If  you  be  his  Wife,  you  (hall  foon  be  bis  Widow  : 
1 11  have  your  French  Cock  roafted  alive  his  Gji^rds 
and  Saufeges  about  hiih  there. 

Mel  Oh  Lord! 

Doge . I’mforry,  Sir,  to  find  you  here,  after  folate  an  Ho- 
nor given  by  the  Senate. 

Sfor.  Sir,  you  will  find  Ingratitude  a ftranger  to  my 
thoughts. 

Doge . AParfon  too  ? The  Trumpet  of  Rebellion ! 

But,  what  ranting  modifh  Gentleman's  that  ? 

Sfor.  ’Tis  old  Signior  Cornanti  in  difguife. 

Cor.  No,  ’tis  falfe,  Sir,  ’tis  young  Signior  Cornanti. 

Hir.  How  have  I been  abus’d  then. 

Doge.  The  Met  am  or pho  (is  l 

Cor.  What,  you’re  but  in  jeft,  Coufin  ! will  you  never  ha 
done  ? you’ll  fright  the  poor  Wenches  out  of  their  little  wits. 

Grim.  ’Twill  prove  a fad  jeft,  good  Mounfieur. 

Cor.  Come,  come,  what  a pox,  this’ll  not  pals.  Ha,  ha,  her 
Do  you  think  to  make  a fool  of  me  too  ? How  you  leer  now ! 
Doyou  think,  if  there  had  been  any  Treafon  in’t,  I,  asa  Se- 
nator, would  not  have  difeover’d  it?  Have  not  I as  great  a 
lov£for  the  Commonwealth,  as  your  fel£  Sir  ? — Hark  you. 
Sir,  have  you  found  out  a Bnona-roba  for  me  yet  }[To  Hircanio. 

Doge.  This  Gentleman’s  ftrangely  alter’d,  from  a penurious 
Melancholly,  to  an  exorbitant  gayety.  Sure  he  counterfeits. 

Hir.  No  doubt  on’t,  Sir, — I know  this  poor  fellow’s  folly  5 
but  let  him  be  hang’d  however, that  he  may  tell  notales.[4^« 

Cor . lm////t7<?,doftthou  fee  how?finely  they  aft  their  Parts? ! 
as  if  it  were  a Stage-Pkty. 

Doge.  I cannot  guefs  what  this  defign  may  be. 

Thefetwo  areSubjeftsof  the  Ring  of  Spain. 

Hir.  The  Cafe  is  plain,  thefe  ftrangers  have  defign’d  • 

To  whore  our  Daughter,  cut  our  Throats,  and  put 
A Spani/h  Yoak  upon  this  free-born  State. 

I hear  there’s  an  Army  ready,  marching  from  Milan : 

’Tis  no  time  to  think,  Sir.  Now,  with  this  lye,  will  I come 
even  with  my  Daughter’s  Ravifher,  and  my  happy  Rival 
though  (he  hang  for’t  too,  no  matter.  [ Afide. 

Sfor , Great  Gods,  affert  our  innocence.  Doge . . 
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D0$e.Gentlemen,this  is  no  time  time  to  defend  your  felve*. 
The  danger  urges.  I muft  ipeedily 

Provide  For  theiafety  ofthe  Republick.  [Vi  (conti  flips  away. 
Guards  look  to  the  Prifoneis,  and  keep  cm  all  in  feveral 
Rooms,  with  a Guard  to  each,  thatthete  may  be  no  contri- 
ving, or  packing  of  felt  Tales.  And  you,  Tipftaves,  let  the 
Council  of  Forty  be  Afiembled  immediately  5 and  let  the 
Pope’s  Legate,  Cardinal  Colonna,  though  he  arriv’d  here  but 
laft  night,  and  has  not  yet  appear’d  in  publick,  be  defil’d  to 
attend  the  Senate,  in  cafe  of  Ecclefiaftical  Confute,  upon  the 
Idler  Oftendors  of  this  numerous  Riot : 

That  our  -negleff,  Pofterity  condemn  not. 

Nor  the  leaft  Wheel  in  this  rare  F rame  be  (haken. 

Though  to  the  ruine  of  our  private  Houfes.  Exit. 

Hir.  Look  elpecially  to  this  wild  Tray  tor  Trhmltio. 

1 Gua.  I’ll  warrant  you,  Sir.  Exit  with  Triv. 

2 Gua.  What’s  become  of  the  Frenchman  ? 

3 Gua.  I believe  he’s  run  away. 

2 Gua.  That’s  like  ’em.  Exit. 

Cor.  What  a pox  means  this?  Hark  you,  Ladies,  if  they 

(hould  be  in  fober  fadnefs  after  all,  'twould  vex  one. 

Park.  Tis  too  true,  Coufin. 

Cor.  Pox  o’ thefe  grave  fellows,  there's  more  malice  in  one 
of  ’em,  than  in  twenty  of  us  young  merry  fcabs. 

3 Gua.  Come  away.  Sir,  do  you  railat  his  Highnefi? 

Cor.  What,  I warrant  you,  you’re  ingoodearneft,are  you, 
you’ll  be  hang’d  as  foon. 

3 Gua.  Ill  try  that.  [Takes him. 

Cor.  Nay,  prithee  good  Beefeater,  ftay  a little  5 prythee, 
prythee. 

3 Gua.  Come  aloft,  Sir. 

[The great  fellow  tucks  him  under  hit  arm,  and  goes 
[ out  with  bit  heels  foremoji. 

Cor.  Do  you  know  who  I am?  c Kicks  andflruglet. 

A Senator,  a Senator,  a Senator,  ^Exeunt  Guarded. 
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The  Sg£NH5  A> Street. 

Enter  TipftafF  and  Circumftantio. 

What  a coil's  here  about  this  Mafterofthine?  I tell  thee  hes 
not  here.  * 

Or.  Why  there  can  be  no  affairs  of  State  tranfa&ed  with- 
out him. 

Tipft.  Honeft  Orcumftantio , I fee  thou  haft  little  to  do,  and 
I have  a great  deal  of  bufinefs,  pry  thee  take  my  Tipftaff,  and 
fummon  the  Cardinal. 

Or.  Ohl  know  the  Houfe  that  was  taken  for  him  in  the 
Strada  della  Chiefs  I’ll  do’t  for  you.  [Takes  the  Tipft  aff.~]  Exit . 

Enter  a Watchman , with  many  of  the  Rabble  about  him. 
Vifconti  paffes  by  haftily  in  his  French  Habit : the 
Watchman  comes  up  to  him.  - 

Watch.  Stands  Whither  fo  faft>  Are  not  you  one  of  the 
Gonfpirators?. 

Vijc.  Me  be  povrd  Eftranger : 

1 Man.  A Frenchman,  a Frenchman. 

2 Man.  A French  Dogy  all  the  Plots  come  from  thence. 

3 Man.  Knock  him  down. 

4 Man.  Brain  him.  This  is  lie  that  fet  my  Houfe  o’ fire. 

*T  could  be  no  body  but  a Frenchman. 

6 Man.  This  is  he  that  got  my  Daughter  with  Child. 

That  was  a French trick  too^ 

Watch.  Keep  the  Peace  neighbors,  and  let  us  bring  him  be- 
fore the  Senate.  He  was  in  as  much  hafte,  as  if  . he  had  been> 
coming  from  Candia  or  Gygery. 

AH.  1,1,  away  with  him,  away  with  him.  A Plot,  a Plot : 
the  French , the  French 

1 Man.  They’ll  burn  the  City. 

2 Man . They’ll  worry  our  Wives  and  Children;; 

3 Man.  They’ll  let  in  the  Sea,  and  drown  us. 

5 Man.  Twas  they  that  brought  the  Plague  into  Venice* 

7 Man.  I,  and  the  Pox  too,  formerly. 

Watch.  What’s  your  name?.*  ' 

Fife.  Me  be  Metre  de  Languagoto Sighior  Grwani*>- 
Me  be  no  Frenchman , Hie  -be  Jtalieen.  > 

I \ 
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i Man,  No  matter* (hall  be  hang’d  for  looking  like 


one. 


2 Man.  I,  for  dipping  the  true  Language. 

3 Man.  You  (hall  be  hang’d  Al-a-mode  de  France. 

Watch.  Come,  come  away. 

All.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him. 

Boys  follow  him  crying. 

A*  Mounfire.  A Mounfer.  A Munchir.  A Mifter  Moron feer. 

[Exeunt  all  in  a hurry , haling  him  away* 
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Tnvultio  in  hk  Night-Gown  and  Cap.  AT able, with  bottles 
of  Wine,  and  Glaffes  upon  it.  A Soldier  to  guard  him. 

Triv.  Come,  homed  Guard,  take  thy  Clafi  in  thy  hand. 

[Gives  him  one. 

1 Guard.  God  ble(s  your  Worfhip. 

Triv.  Now  let  us  fing  the  Catch  I fhow’d  thee. 
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X 

H Oro  happy  s our  Fate, 

To  live  thus  in  State, 

With  our  Guards  at  our  Gate  l 
FJbne-can  haveaccefs 

j 

Bui  muff  Court  and  Addrefs 
And  their  bufinefs  confefs:  '• 

Then  take  off  thyGlafs  on  thy  dutiful  Knee,  ccaar<j  fefe 
For  Princes  are  Prisoners  as  well  as  we.  / an<4  cirmiw. 

. i ' 1 


Tr  •iv.  Now  fill  my  Claft:  faith,  if  we  muft  dye,  let's  dye 
merrily  however.  ■; ’t  . ! ir  . :T  ■ 

i Guard.  I have  heard  ’em  lay,  Sir,  that  Drinkings  the 
cure  of  all  Dileales.  , , . , : 

Triv.  No,  thou’rt  miftaken.  . nmr.:,  ■ ■ - . i \\ 

It  Iweetens  forrow,;  but  removes  it  nbr,  . . 

Unlefi  the  mind  be  made.Serene  before,  tvsu-  . . . a v:  >•» 

With 


75 


Or,  The  Man  of  ‘Bus'nefs. 

With  foblime  preparations then'tis  the  higheft 
Leachery  to  dye,  and*  next  to  that,  to  be  in  prifon. 

Guard.  Troth,  Mafter,  methinks  you  make  very  light  ont. 
If  I were  lure  there  were  good  Drink  i!  th'  other  World, 

I did  not  care  if  I were  dead  too. 

Triv . Why  doft  thou  doubt  it,  man  ? They  lay  every  thing 
is  more  plentiful  there,  than  here  $ and  all  Men  are  alike,  and 
no  poor. 

Guard.  Oh  Lord,  Matter,  how  can  you  tell  ? 

Triv.  Why,  there  are  leveral  that  have  ftaid  in  the  other 
World  a little  time:  as  fome  that  have  been  in  long  Swoons, 
Apoplexies*  and  preternatural  Sleeps  3 others,  that  have  been 
halfe-hang'd,  cut  down  again, and  recover'd.  The  other  world, 
they  lay,  is  juft  foch  another  place,  as  the  Countreys  of  Ante* 
rica,  Brazile,  Mexico  and  Peru  : there  are  few  that  venture  to 
go  there,  but  luch  as  can  live  here  no  longer  5 but,  when 
they  come  thither,  they  find  every  thing  lo  good  there,  that 
they  never  think  of  coming  back  again. 

Guard.  Oh  Lord , what  would  I give  to  Ipeak  with  one 
of  thole  Men  that  have  been  in  the  other  World ! 

Triv.  This  fellow's  deadly  fimple, and  drunk  to  boot.  Afide. 
Why,  thou  (halt  Ipeak  with  one  prelently.  I’m^  dying  man,  , 
thou  know'ft,  and  if  I were  hang 'd  out-rigW  now,  'twere 
but  fome  hours  fooner  5 and  a toy  takes  me  i5  th'head,  to  have 
thee  put  my  Garter  about  my  neck,  and  half  hang  me,  that 
I may  fee  what  the  other  World  is,  we're  going  to  : but  be 
fore  you  leave  pulling  when  I makefigns  to  give  ore. 

Guard.  Oh  that  would  be  fine,  and  plealant,  indeed,  if  I 
did  not  hurt  you.  But,  Matter,  if  I Ihould  hang  you  in  good 
earneft,  I fhould  be  hang  d for  you. 

Triv.  Oh,  never  fear  that.  Here,  take  my  Garter,  make  a 
running  knot,  and  on  with  it.  ( Guard p;/ts  it  on. ) Now,  ac- 
cording to  the  laudable  cuftom  of  Malefa&ors,  will  I give 
this  wicked  World  a foort  exhortation. 

Guard.  Oh,  pray  Matter,  do. 

Triv.  Good  People,  I am  come  hither  to  be  a Jpeffacle  to  Men 
and  Angels , Critic\s , and  Devils  5 lam  to  pay  a debt  to  Nature 9 
which  Jke  has  made  over  to  a greedy  Hujwife  call'd  Fortune , 

L &he 


Love  in  the  Dar^ 

who  calls  for  it  in  before  the  day  of  payment.  But  Death  is  Ho- 
nor  able.  Advantageous,  and  Neceffary  : Honourable  in  old  Men, 
to  make  room  for  younger  3 Advantageous  to  thofe  that  get  Lega- 
cies by  it : and  Necejfary  for  Married  people,  that  have  no  other 
Jayl-delivery.  Iam  mofi  jujlly  hr  Might  hither  to  fujfer  this  igno- 
minious death , and  as  my  Legacy,  do  bequeath  you  an  ufeful  cau- 
tion, concerning  that  horrid  and  crying  fin,  that  has  brought  me 
to  this  mofi  Tragical  end.  My  Godly  Parents  brought  me  up  mofi 
virtuoufly,  in  hopes  to  have  fold  me  to  a Wife  to  the  greater  advan- 
tage: but  at  fifteen  years  of  age,  the  Devil,  the  Devil  grew  pow- 
erfklin  me,  and  tempted  me  to  a fin.  Nature  would  never  have 
thought  of  ( good  people:  I tremble  to  name  it fc  Speaks  fbftly 
getting  my  Mother  s Maid  with  Child.  Ahjl  and  quivering. 
Bettina,  Bettina,  thou  taughtfi  me  a tricky  I could  never  leave 
(ince.  Thy  Sweet -meats,  and  thy  Sugar -plums,  have  brought  me  to 
the  Gallows.  Hangman,  I freely  forgive  thee  3 and  more  freely , 
than  ever  any  dying  man  did.  Do  thy  Office. 

Guard.  Oh  Gemini  l what  a brave  Speech  will  he  make 
when  he  comes  to3t  in  good  earneft! 

Triv,  Pull  down  my  Night-Cap.  that  I may  not  fright  thee, 
and  that  I may  fee  more  inwardly  into  the  other  world. 

it  [Pulls  down hk  Cap,  and  pulls  the  Garter. 
Guard.  What  do  you  fee  now,  Mafter  ? 

Triv.  Nothing  yet,  but  aMyft.  Pull  harder. 

[Tnv.  puts  his  fingers  between  his  Thrcttit  and  the  Garter. 

Now  pull  o3  God's  name, 

[ Guard  pulls  a little  3 then  asks. 
Guard.  What  do  you  fee  now  Mafter?  The  Rope's  very 
clofe : pray  God  he  recover. 

Jriv.  I fee  Rocks  and  Mountains,,  and  (He  counterfeits 
craggy  places,  and  Men  crawling  upon  em A a ratling  in  his 
like  Snails  or  Maggots.  Now  Iam  come  into*  Throat. 
a fair  Plain,  all  fet  with  Orange-Trees,  Jeffamin,  and  Rofe- 
Trees:  the moft  delicious  place  that  in  my  life,  I ever  few. 

But  oh,  oh,  oh,  now  I fee — * 

Guard 0 What,  Mafter,  what?  he  (peaks  mighty  plain  to 
three  quarters  hang’d.  3 but  3tis  a lightning  before  death. 
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Triv.  Oh  the  blefled  fight ! At  the  end  of  this  Plain*  I fee 
a great  huge  pair  of  blew  Stairs*  as  broad  as  all  the  whole 
World*  made  all  of  Tnrky  Stones*  and  LapisLazults  * and 
they  are  ftuck  as  thick  with  Checquins*a$  ever  they  can  hold* 
with  many  broad  Portagitus  * and  Englijfo  Jacobus  s amongft 
’em  5 and  there  is  one  piece  of  huge  bright  Gold,  as  broad 
as  from  hence  to  Padua1  and  another  paler  piece*  as  broad 
as  from  hence  to  Malamocco. 

Guard.  Now  * o’  my  confidence , thefe  fame  blew  Stairs 
are  the  Skies  5 and  the  Stars,  it  feems,  are  nothing  but 
Checquins,  and  the  Planets*  PorUiguus^  and  Cobuss:  and  the 
Sun  and  Moon  are  thofe  fame  great  gallant  pieces.  Pray  Ma- 
tter let  me  be  hang’d  too,  and  go  to  Heaven  prefently. 

Triv.  No,no3 1 will  fee  a little  more.  Oh  the  lovely  Vifion ! 
Now  do  I fee  a great?  many  of  my  old  acquaintance*  and  fome 
poor  Tenants  of  my  Father’s*  that  are  dead*  going  up  and 
down  thefe  Stairs*  and  taking  out  the  great  pieces*  and  play- 
ing with  'em  at  Coits*  and  tofiing  about  the  little  ones  like 
Tennis-balls. 

Guard.  Oh  Lord , Matter*  let  me  go  to  Heaven  too*  for 
God’stttke:  I can  ftay.no  longer.  I willflacken  the  Rope. 

Triv.  Now  the  Deviltake  thee  for  a crofs  fool : its  all  gone 
again. 

Guard.  Nay,  good  Matter,  bent  angry*  but  hang  me  a 
little  too. 

Triv.  Come*  and  thou  wilt*  on  that  condition  thou  It  hang 
me  again.  \_Pulis  off  his  Cap. 

Guard.  I will  indeed  * Matter. 

( Trivultio  puts  the  Garter  about  his  Neck^  and 
the  Cap  on  his  Head * and pulls  hard. 


Triv.  What  doft  thou  fee  now? 

Guard.  Nothing  yet  Matter but  a 
black  Mitt : 

And  yet  methinks  the  Rope  is  hard  enough, 
Triv.  Oh, ’twill, clear up-by andbj. 
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'Speaks  as  if  he  were 
almoft  jtrangted.  Triv „ 
pic{ s the  %ey  ef  ihs. 
door  out  of  his  poa^ety 
^ fhows  it , and  runs  and 
unlocks,  the  dpor>  and 
and  Ioc^s  it  again  upon 
vhim. 

Guard . 
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Guard.  Pull  a little  more.  I fee  nothing  in  the  World  yet, 
but  a great  Fog.  Pull,  for  God  s lake,  Mafter.  Why  don’t 
you  pull  > Mafter,  where  are  you  > S Pulls  off  his  Capy 

Triv.  Here,  Boy,  here  : is  the  My  ft  clear  cP  and  miffes  hit 4. 
up  yet  ? [ Peeping  in  at  the  Gate. 

Guard.  How  the  Devil  got  you  there > ; Feels  for  hk  Key 
Triv.  How  many  Checquins  have  you  got  and  miffes  it. 
in  the  other  World?  will  you  .play  at  Coits,  or  Tennis  with 
'em.?  Are  they  as  heavy  as  Venetian  Money?  lure  they  are 
light,  they  could  not  tofsem  fo  nimbly  elie. 

[ 'Guard goes  to  the  door , and finds  it  locked. 
Guard.  Oh  the  Tray  tor  !#  ftop  Thief,  ftop. 


The  Scene  changes  to  a part  of  the  Senate-Houfe. 

Enter  Tfttrigo  and  a Door-Keeper. 

Door-k^  If  you  be  dilcover’d  I fhall  be  fent  to  the  Galliesy 
{or  none  are  admitted  into  the  Senate-Houfey  but  Gentlemen 
of  Venice.  # 

Int.  Fear  not,  here's  twenty.  Checquins  for  you. 

Door-k.  Here,Sir,youmay  lye  at  large  in  this  great  Trunk 
of  Records:  Ais  a little  Dining-room’. himiheTmnk. 
HI  get  a hole  made  on  purpoft  to  put  out  your  Head  and 
Hands,  that  you  may  liften  and  take  Notes. 

Int.  Very  well,  How  (hall  I hug  my  felf,  to  hear  the  con- 
demnation of  theft  imprudent  Revellers  ! and  befides,  dive 
into,  the  frefh  Intrigues  and  Cabinet  Councils  , that  come 
piping  hot  frbm  Rome ! How  freely,  will  this  Cardinal  empty" 
himfelf  into  this  bofom  of  mine,  and  know  not  who  has 
drain’d  him  ! This  Art  do  we  Politicians  call  pumping  by 
Proxy,  or  .the  Magical  Screw.  [The  Sgene  flints  upon  ’em. 

Enter  Trivukio.  - 

So  foyl  am  gotpff  clear  .Nov/  for  another  device  to  help  my 
friends.  The  Cardinal  Legate  is  newly  come  to  Town,  and: 
ftarce  known  to  any  man  in  Venice.  Great  Bodies  move  flowly, 
and  he  does  not  think  the  Senate  is  in  fuch  great  hafte^I  will 
have  a trick  to  prevent  this- Cardinal.  The  greateft  difficul- 
ty will  be,  to  get  Hir  canids  Daughter  y But  Corn  anti  is  bound 
to  make  the  Match  for  me,  for  the. /jsindnels  I did,  in  curing 
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him  of  Jealoufie.  ^dfhall  I then  attempt  his  wife  again  ? In- 
grateful God  of  Love ! Pox  on  t,  in  matter  of  Women,  the  de- 
ceit is  Trivial.  Civiliz'd  Mankind  that  live  in  Towns,  lye 
with  one  anothers  Wives,  as  Gentlemen  cheat  in  Horles,  by 
a Tacit  compatt,  and  rule  among  themfelves.  Let  Cornantit 
purfae  his  inclinations , I'll  follow  mine. 

Mans  Gratitude  may  fometimes  rife  from  Pride. 

Friendfhip  to  others  from  thefirft  writ  Law 
Of  pleaftngofhimfelf}  why  may  not  I endure 
The  burden  of  a wilful  obligations 
And  not  be  tolling  it  ftillback  again 
To  one  who  throws  it  upon  me  to  eafe  himfelf? 

For  why  fhould  Mankind  live  by  Rule  and  Meafure. 

• Since  all  his  Virtue  rifes  from  his  Pleafure  ? 

- 

ACT  V. 

The  Scene,  T^be  Senate-Houfe. 

The  Senate  fittings  the  Doge  and  Procurators  of  S.  Mark* 
and  all  the  Officer s : the  Prifoners  at  Bar  : Sfbr.  Parh.Cor* 
Bell.  Vile.  Mel.  Trivultio  difguis  d like  the  Cardinal 
Legat.  AU  in  form  of  Judicature. 

1 Sen.The  boldeft  frolick  this  wife  State  has  known, 

2 Sen . 'Tis  Treafon  in  a high  degree. 

3 Sen.  5 L was -nothing  but  an  amorous  Gambol. 

4 Sen.  One  of  Cupid's  Confpiracies, 

The  God  that  drolls  at  Law. 

But  hear  the  Advocate-General.  cStgnior  Satana  arrfes  up  m 
Sata . Moft  Gracious  Fathers,  p his  Bar-Gown. 

I thank  aufpicious  Heav'n  I find  you  here, 

That  no  black  unprevented  crime  has  caus'd 
Your  abfence,  or  Adjourn'd  your  Seffion  to  another  World. 
For  fince  this  Infant-Commonwealth  fir  ft  ftrugled 
Out  of  its  Chaos,  and  afium'd  this  glorious  form. 

There  never  was  fiich  dark,  fiich  helliOx  pra&ice, 

Not  robe  Ipoke  of,  if  not  afted firft. 
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Nor  told  ta lift  ning. Children,  but  with  fharpeft  vengeance. 
Left  they  (hould  connethe  Crimes,  or  haft  their  Fathers.  * 
For  their  fupine  Indulgence.  But  what  was  this  defigne  ? 
Nought  but  fubverfion  of  the  State.  A Peccadillo. 

Nought  but  the  breaking’  the  moft  curious  frame 
The  World  can  boaft  of,  fince  the  Heavens  were  built. 

A Love  toy. 

Makinga  Chaos  of  a Firmament, 

A pretty  fidling,  dancing,  killing  Treafon. 

But  where  was  this?  even  in  the  Doges  Palace, 

The  (acred  Fort,  andiafeguard  of  the  Prince. 

And  when  ? 

Even  in  the  Carnival,  that  time  of  Licence, 

When  all  Men  may  turn  Tray  tors.  And  by  whom? 

Even  by  Soldiers,  and  by  Foreigners  : 

Men  that  have  Intreft  in  the  Camp  and  Clofet  5 
None  in  the  Senate.  Men  that  have  no  Bowels, 

Nor  native  tendernels  for  this  our  Mother. 

But  you'll  (ay  ’twas  but 
A merry  meeting  with  (bme  Women  in’t. 

A Play  with  Snakes  to  make  it  innocent. 

No  Vice  is  perfeft,  but  a Woman  s in’ t: 

Women,  the  Lures  of  Schifmaticks  and  Rebels, 

The  Pleas  of  Nature,  in  the  mouth  of  Grace 
Thofe  Cables  twifted  round  with  (liken  Threads 
Of  immaterial  Doftrines  that  would  quickly  break 
But  for  the  ftrong  attraftives  under-woven. 

Hit.  True,  Learned  Sat  an  a,  ’twas  a horrid  Treafon  \ 

And  fhould  the  Senate  wink  at  this  great  Crime, 

Like  Manlius,,  with  thefo  Hands  I’de  Sacrifice 
My  Offspring  to  juft  Vengeance. 

2 Sen . Spoke  like  his  Anceftors. 

1 Sen.  This  was  a forreign  project. 

2 Sen.  The  Ring  of  Spains, 

The  Univerlal  Monarch. 

S Intrigo  putting  his  Headand  Hands  out 
l of  the  Trtink^unfeen  to  the  Senate, 
ha.  Like  enough,  the  King  of  Spain  a hand  in 

Stealing 
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Stealingthe  Man’s  Daughter. 

£ Nvtexit  in*  Table-Book^. 
4 Sen . This  3tis  to  favour  Strangers. 

3 Sen.  Yet  fome  not  ftick  to  fay,  ’twas  but  a Weddings 
The  more  fufpitious.  Was  not  the  execution 

Of  Proteftants  £t  Paris , aftedatone? 

4 Sen.  But,  were  there  no  defigne, 

Yet,  in  the  rigor  of  the  Law,  ’tis  death 
To  go  difguis’d  in  Arms : exprefly  gainfc 
The  Letter  of  the  Aft  of  Ordelafo , 

For  Swords  and  Vizors  nef  were  worn  together 
But  in  believing  England,  where  Saints  turn  Rebels. 

2 Sen.  Let 5 em  dy e then.  ^ A Proveditor , or 

.Pr^.Illuftrious  F athers,  did  I think  this  riot , Senator  rifes  up. 
Had  the  leaf!:  face  of  T reafon,  or  of  Murder, 

None  fhould  more  blindly  Cenfure,  deafly  Judge  $ 
Butfincethe  root  of  this  fb  deep  defigne 
Is  the  weak  Pafiion  Love,  whofe  follies  are 
Its  Wifdom,  Crimes  its  Virtues-:  (hall  we  be  fb  fevere 
T’inflift  fiich  punifhments,  as  thefe  difbrders,  back’d. 

With  bloody ’ft  mifchiefs,  only  couldeleferve  ? 

Had  thefe  poor  Lovers  undermin’d  your  Senate, 

Kill’d  fome  chief  Magiftrate,  or  fir’d  your  City, 

Seiz’d  on  the  Arfenal,  or  but  contriv’d,  or  hop’dibr 
Theleaftof  thefe $ then  had  we  juftly  trembled: 

But  they,  fierce  Wights,  were  in  an  open  Villa. , , 

Their  Bulwarks  were  their  Hedges,  Orange  Trees  their  Blinds, , 
Their  Trumpets,  Fiddles,  Banners,  Ladies  Scarfs 5 
And  Petticoats  their  Trenches.  Monftrous  Treafons ! 

Dark  Machinations ! Dreadful  Spanifb  Plots! 

[Intrigo  peeps*  mt  again. 
Ini.  Bulwarks  Hedges,  Peticoats  Trenches? 

My  life  fbr’t,  fome  modernway  of  Fortification  5 
How  this  age  improves ! [Notes  it  again, 

Prov.  Btft  torture  ’em,  and  mortify  thofe  Limbs 
Which  Love  would  have  made  fuppier  before  morning ; * 

Make  ’emconfefs,  and  chufe  to  dye,  for  death 
Is  left  to  them,  than  or  delay,  or  pain. 
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Extort  how  many  dangerous  deep  Intrigues 
What  Juntos  they  have  had  to  blow  up  hearts, 

How  many  Towns  they’ve  taken, plunder  d, fir’d, and  flighted, 
And  which  of  them  by  Storm,  and  which  by  Treaty, 

And  give  a Lift  of  the  Confederates. 

’Twould  caufefome  blufhes  in  the  Senate  £[oufe. 

But  you  muft  know  all ! Thefe  were  bloody  Plots 
To  blow  up  Virgin-Treafures : not  S.  Alarms. 

Cor . Brave  Boy! 

2 Sen.  Pfhaw!  now  I am  clearly  convinc’d,  there  was  no 
Treafbn  in  t. 

3 Sen.  No,  none  at  all. 

4 Sen.  Yes,  a treafonable  piece  of  Leachery. 

3 Sen.  An  inconfiderate  Frolick. 

Count  Sforza  has  deferv’d  well  of  the  State. 

2 Sen.  The  Ladies  could  have  no  defigne  to  betray  their 
Fathers. 

Doge.  Thefeverity  of  the  Aft  of  OrdeUfo , has  been  miti- 
gated by  two  fubfequent  Statutes,  mGradonico  and  Friuli  s 
times  s fo  that  now  the  Law  ftandsthus.  This  Faft  is  death 
without  mercy,  if  prov’d  intentional  for  Treafon,  or  for 
Murder } if  othef wife,  the  Gallies,  or  Ecclefiaftical  Cenfure, 
according  to  the  circumftances,  which  heighten  or  extenuate 
the  crime, Gentlemen,  which  of  thefe  three  are  you  refblv’d  on? 
All  Sen.  Ecclefiaftical  Cenfure,  Ecclefiaftical  Cenfure. 
Doge.  Your  Eminence  is  defir ’d  to  give  your  Sacred  Sentence. 
And  with  the  fparks  of  your  deriv’d  Infallibility, 

To  light  our  ftumblingReafbn. 

Cor.  How  bloodily  this  Cardinal  looks!  T would  troub- 
bleme  to  dye  in  the  very  Flower  of  my  Age  thus. 

Vtfc.  And,  begar,  me  have  de  Fievre  quarte. 

Cor.  Hark  you  Mr.  Exang , you  fhall  have  the  Honor  to 
be  hang’d  firft,  becaufe  of  your  Command  : Mounfieur 
Exang,  la  Precedence  Monfou. 

Cryer.  Silence  at  the  Bar. 

Triv.  Moft  Honor’d  Senators,  I much  commend  your  \Ri  fag 
(charity.  c 

And  Chriftian  tendernefs,  in  cafe  of  Bloud. 

Your 
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Your  Infant  State  requir’d  that  cautious  rigor. 

Strid  Laws,  are  like  Steel  Bodies,  good  for  growing  Limbs* 
But  when  the  Joynts  are  knit,  they  are  not  helps, but  burdens. 
That  which  now  feems  t’have  caus’d  this  great  difbrder. 

Is  that  wild  paffionLove,  which  is  not  tam’d, 

But  with  much  Pray’r  and  Fading, by  us  Men  in  Orders  * 

And  fecular  Men  mud  be  allow’d  fome  grains. 

Mod  Laws  exempt  Mad  Men  from  Executions * 

Their  death  breeds  pity  more  than  terror.  All  thefe  errors 
Were  done  by  chance,  when  Love  had  banidi’d  Reafon, 

To  put  to  death  fix  Lovers  on  their  Wedding  day. 

When  they  are  going  to  give  life  to  others, 

Would  be  a Maifacre,  not  execution. 

Lit . Peeps  out.  That’s  to  lay,  People  in  the  folemn  Aft  of 
Generation  ought  not  to  be  didurb’d  A pious  Cardinal . 

Triv.  Poor  eafy  Souls,  they  were  going  to  betray 
Themfelves,  mot  you  : you  fright  ’em  from  the  fnare 
They  re  running  infuch  hade  to  thrud  their  Heads  in. 

Cor.  ’Slife,  this  11  prove  a brave  Man  of  God ! 

Fife.  O de  good-man  o’  de  Shourfhe. 

Cor.  This  fellow  talks  as  if  he  were  frighting  away  Crows* 
’tis  pity  youfhouldfcape  hanging,  good  Mr.  Exang. 

Fife.  BegaroldMan,  if  mebenohang’d,  me  vil  havefa- 
tisfaefeonfor  de  affront  in  the  Hoofeof  the  great  Dogue. 

Cor.  Bearwitnefs,  Gentlemen,  he  threatens  me,  I (hall  go 
in  dread  of  my  life*  therefore  for  the  fecurityofmy  Perfbn, 
good  Mr.  Cardinal,  hang  us  both  together. 

Crj/er.  Peace  in  the  Court  * Peace,  Peace. 

Triy.  Four  punifhments  the  Church  allows  us. 

Fire,  Gallies,  Inquifition, Excommunication:. 

Or  other  Pennance  at  the  Prieds  diferetion. 

And,  to  conclude,  they  need 

No  other  Flames  to  burn  in,  but  their  own : 

Love  is  no  Herefie,'  but  a Catholick  Doctrine  * 

The  fame  way  made  and  finidi’d  over  all  the  World  * 

Needs  no  Inquifitors , but  cautious  Parents, 

Hard  Oars  were  never  made  for  fiich  fbft  Hands* 
Soul-wounding  Excommunications 
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Are  blows  too  Airy  forfuchftiff-neck’d  Riots, 

Bordering  onTreafon. 

Sfor.  Whither  now!  (hall  we  be  tranfported  ? 

Triv.  Love  was  the  caufe,  *tis  fit  that  Love  fhould  fafien 
Sfor . I had  rather  dye,  than  loie  my  Miftrifs. 

Triv.  Then  I decree,  by  virtue  of  the  Holy  Chair’s, 

And  this  Rep ublick’s  Lav/s,  that  firft  the  Prifoners 
Implore  the  pardon  of  th’  offended  Senate  , 

And,  furthermore,  I folemnly  condemn  ’em 
To  the  perpetual  Prifon  of  the  Nuptial  Sheets. 

Late  Councils  hold,  Marriage  from  Heav’n  was  fent, 

Not  the  reward  of  Love,  but  puniftiment. 

AUSen . Agreed,  agreed.  Admirable  Divine  Sentence  ? 
Doge.  The  Judgement’s  very  mild  $ but  I fubmit, 

Toth’  Reverend  Church.  Count  Sforzas  Virtue  is 
A double  Fortune. 

Daughter,  are  you  contented  with  your  choice. 

Par.  The  State  has  try’d  his  Service,  I,  his  Faith, 

With  fbme  experiments  not  lefsdiftrafting 
I dare  not  now  difpute  your  Highnefs  Sentence. 

Grim.  My  Daughter  married  to 
A wandring  Frenchman ! Your  Emineneebe  pleas’d 
To  paule  upon  that  Judgement. 

hit.  peeps  out.  A Frenchman  t oo  in  the  Plot!  o’ my  word, 
a fhrewd  deep-thinking  Nation : they  cover  internal  Wifdom, 
. with  external  F oily. 

Triv.  It  is  irrevocable. 

’Twas  firft  her  choice,  and  now  her  punifhment. 

Vifc.  Begar  old  Fader  inde  law,  menoeVagaboon3menoe 
Rogue  wandring. 

hit.  Mark  his  politick  Accent,  and  his  craftily  tranfpofed 
Senfe.  Who  lees  the  bottom  of  this  ? 

Vifc.  to  Grim.  Sir, to  perplex  you  no  longer.  I am  not  the  firft 
Fre/zr^-Mafter , that  has  run  away  with  a Gentleman’s 
Daughter.  \Pnlls  off  his  Difguife. 

Your  Daughter’s  wondrous  apt  to  learn  the  Language. 

1 Sen.  Of  Nature,  Sir. 

2 Sen.  Vijconti ! 

Cor ^ 
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Cor.  Why,  my  dear  friend,  and  no  Exangl  [Hugs  him. 

3 Sen.  A good  Match  for  your  Daughter. 

Grim.  I have  had  better  offers  } but  I acquiefcu 
In  Sacred  Juftice,  with  my  Daughters  liking. 

MeL  Our  Vows  are  feal’d  long  fince,  Sir. 

Hir.  Heres mad  workyTaith!. 

I'm  glad  the  Reveller  is  not  here,  to  marry 
My  Daughter. 

1 Sen.  How  does  your  Eminence  difpofe  ofthe  marry ’d 
Couple  ? 

Triv.  Their  punifhment  (hall  be  to  live  at  home 
Together}  and  that’s  enough  for  her} 

His,  to  return  from  a glittering  Gallant,  to  a Thread-bare 
Ufurer,  and  to  tell, 

All  his  own  Money  till  his  fingers  ake, 

Without  a Deputy  Scraper. 

Cor.  I’ll throw’t  away  firft  1 

Triv.  And  for  the  credit  of  his  forfaken  Dignity, 

To  have  his  Senator’s  Gown  ftitch’d  to  his  Back. 

Cor.  This  whprfon  long  gown  will  utterly  fpoil  my  Boon  ween. 

Int.  Nay,  if  the  Clarimmo’s  begin  to  go  in  Quirpo  once, 
farewel  Chriftendom,  unlefs  it  be  done  upon  defigne. 

Bell.  No  matter,  Husband,  if  your  Reverend  jealoufiere* 
turn  not. 

j Cor.  The  Devil  lodge  (rich  Guefts,  Cornanti  never. 

1 Sen.  But,  Reverend  Father,  there  is  yet  one  of 
The  chief  Malefa&ors  that  has  broke  prifon. 

And  left  his  Miftrefs  Aurana  behind  him. 

How  do  you  Sentence  him  > 

Triv.  To  be  married  to  her,  a (Toon  as  e re.hes  caught. 

I have  heard  ’em  fay,  he’s  a wandring  Gallant } ’twill  be  a true 
punifhment  to  him:  if  an  ordinary  Prifon  will  not  hold  him, 
dap  him  into  the  Dungeon# 

Aur.  Oh  that  Trivnltio  was  here,  to  thank  this  good  Car- 
dinal. 

Hir.  Nay,  Reverend  Sir,  let  not  fo  rude  a fellow 
Enjoy  my  only  Heir,  his  Fortune  too,  incertain. 

Triv.  I do  not  ufe  to  have  Decrees  fo  Canvas’d* 
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Hir.  Then,  if  I muft  confentto  lofe  a Fathers pow’r, 

Let  em  inherit  wrangling  poverty. 

I'll  never  bait  her  Mifery  with  my  Fortune. 

Cor.  Fie  a rude  fellow  ? ’Tis  falfe,  Sir.  0\  my  knowledge 
he’s  as  honefta  young  Man  of  his  Body,  as  any  s within  a 
hundred  mile  of  his  Head,  though  Ilay  it,  that  fhould  not. 
I have  try ’d  him,  Sir  if  you  go  to  that,  and  you  too.  Hold 
your  grating,  Hircanio  : fhall  I tell  all  ? fPuts  his  finger 
Hir.  Betray’d,  and  iham’d  ! I to  his  Nofe. . 

Come,  come,  Sir,  what  s this  to  his  Fortune 

G?r.  ’Tis  thus  much,  Sir:  I have  enough  for  him,  and  for 
my  felf  too  5 and  he  fhall  have  your  Daughter,  infpight  of 
your  teeth,  if  you  go  to  that, . la  ! fay  I told  you  fo. 

Tara  tang.  [Sings. 

Int.  This  old  Gentlemans  much  improv’d  oflate  in  his  Parts 
and  Elocution  : He  has  been  an  unknown  wife  Man  thefe  feri- 
ty years.  Heaven  guard  the  State. 

Hir.  Was  ever  Man  thusHeftor’d  by  a Priefband  a Lunatic ! 
2 Sen.  How  does  your  Eminence  adjudge  the  Complices? 
Triv.  Alas  poor  hirelings!  Let ’em  all  be  pardon’d. 

AU  Sen.  Excellent  Sentence  ! 

Doge.  Let  all  thefe  Decrees  be  entred  in  the  Journals 
AU  Sen.  I,  I,  f . [Great  cry. 

Hir.  — No.  [Faintly,  after  aUt 

3 .Sen.'  Do  you  obferve  the  malicious  feeble  Negative? 

Enter  Cardinal  Colon  na,  the  Popes  Legat 

What  another  Cardinal  ? 

2 Sen.  There’s  never  a CardinaFat  Venice  more^ 

But  old  Grimaldi , that  lies  Bed-rid. 

1 Sen.  True.  Cardinal  Bragadino  is  at  Rome, . 

In  his  waiting  upon  hisHolinefs. 

2 Sen.  But  ’tis  the  feme  J think*. 

3 Sen.  An  Apparition ! 

Do  my  Eyes  fee  double  ? - 
Here’s  another  Cardinal  Colonna  f 

4 Sen.  All  old  Cardinals  look  alike,  as  all  old  Women  do. 

Card. 
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Card.  Ha ! What  do  Ilee?another  in  my  place  \\_Comes forward. 
Honored  Senators,  I come  t’attend  your  plealiires. 

Doge.-  What,  a double  Cardinal  Colonna  l j Many  Senators 
Sure  this  is  fome  Impoftor.  7 rife  up  asfrighted 

Grim.  Rather  a Spright : one  of  the  Devils  Prelates. 

[Trivultio  rifes  up, 

1 Sen.  That  he  may  be,  and  yet  be  Fleth  and  Bloud, 

Int.  I knew  it  would  not  pals  thus. 

I warrant  you, wile  Rome  keeps  a Counterpart 
Of  every  Cardinal  Ihe  fends  abroad. 

Triv.  Moft  worthy  Sons  of  the  Church,  . 

I beg  your  Juftice  from  the  Holy  Chair, 

Upon  this  Sacrilegious  Impoftor, 

For  abuling  our  Sacred  Habit  Legatine.  . 

Card.  Why,  Gentlemen,  would  you  make  me  believe  , 

Lam  not  my  lelf  > 

Impudent  Monfter,  thourta  Cheat,  . 

An  Anathema , to  abufe  the  Church, 

And  to  ufurp  my  Seat.  If  thou  ’rt  a Cardinal,. 

Thou  art  no  Legate  from  his  Holinefi. 

S Goes  up  to  him  furioufiy , as  * 
t if  he  would  pull  him  out. 

I will  Dethrone  thee. 

Triv.  Fathers,  look  to  the  Honor  of  the  Chriftian  Faith, 

1 Sen.  Right,  Such  violence  becomes  not  his  Profeffion. 
Doge.  Forbear  to  affront  his  Eminence. 

3 Sen.  No  rudeaftion  till  the  thing  is  known. 

Int.  Thefe  Cardinals  are  Ipies  one  upon  another , and 
know  it  not.. 

Doge.  Tipftaff,  Who  was  it  that  was  lent  to  lummon  his 
Eminence  ? 

Tip , A fellow  that’s  without. 

Doge.  Call  him  in*. 

{Tipftaff^er^  the  door , and 
brings  in  Circumftantio. 
What  did  you  lummon  the  Cardinal  here? 

\JPointing  to  Trivulti& 

Cir , With  due  lubmiffion  to  your  Honors  Worlhip, 

And 
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And  (hiking  fail  to  your  intellcftaal  Gravity, 

And  without  offence  be  it  fpoken  to  his 
Cardinals  Worfhip,  if  I may  take  the  boldncfs  to  fay  fix 
I did. 

Int.  My  man  entred  into  the  grand  Intrigue ! O'  my  word, 
he  was  always  a hopeful  fellow. 

Doge.  A very  formal  Coxcomb.  Well  then,  turn  about. 
Did  you  fetch  this  Cardinal  too  here  ^[Pointing  to  the  Cardinal. 

Cir.  I marry  did  I,  as  I told  you  before,  cLookjatonejhen 
will  you  not  believe  me?  what  are  you?  at  another^:  if  he 
skipt  hither  fo  foon  ? * were  frighted. 

Card.  Honeft  friend,  did  not  you  fetch  me? 

Cir.  Ijlmfiirelfetcht  you,  if  you  be  the  fame  with  the  o- 
ther  5 for  I fetcht  but  one : but  if  your  Worfhips  be  two  of 
you,  I know  not  which  I fetch’d. 

Card.  Why,  doft  thou  not  know  me?  and  didft  thou  not 
eometo  me,  tomyHoufe  inth t Sir  adz  della  Chiefa} 

Cir.  I,  that  111  be  (worn  I did,  and  I know  your  Worfhip 
very  well:  but,  befhrew  my  heart,  I think  your  Worfhip’s  a 
Strologer , or  a Ncg romonftcr, that  can  make  two  people  of  one. 

3 Sen.  Strange  Labynnth? 

2 Sen.  The  fellow  himfclf  cannot  know  it. 

Doge.  Nothing  but  circumftance  of  time  and  place. 

Can  clear  this  doubt.  Tipflajf,  did  you  employ  this  fellow  ? 

Tip.  May  it  pleafe  your  Highnefe,  not  1 5 but  he  told  me, 
that  one  of  our  fellows  did,  who  fhould  have  gone  himfelf 

Doge.  This  maybe  a Rogue, then.  Come,  come,  firrah,  tell 
the  whole  ftofy,  with  all  the  circumftances  of  it,  how,  where, 
and  from  whom  you  receiv'd  your  Meflage  5 and  how  long 
fince  you  deliver'd  it,  and  where  you  met  with  the  Cardinal  y 
with  other  particulars. 

Cir.  I fhall,  Sir,  tell  you  in  fhort.  Going  to  go  this  morn- 
ing towards,  a Club  we  have  keptthefe  two  years,  as  much 
as  to  (ay  a merry  meeting,  as  much  as  to  fay,  at  the  Threelt/ni 
in  the  Piazza  deijardini , as  fine  a Signe  as  any  s m'Venice^nd 
as  well  Painted,  by  the  fame  token,  we  had  befpoke  to  Sup- 
per, adijh  of  dew'd  Chefiiuts^  five  (lumps  of  Capons  Legs 

we 
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we  had  borrow'd  of  our  Mafters,  aFricaoee  of  Frogs,  and  a 
diffa  of  butter'd  Snails  j I had  not  gone  half  way,  but  as  fure 
as  my  Grandfather  was  at  Lepanto , who  fhould  I meet  with 
by  the  way,  but  a great  croud  of  people  with  Halberds,  and 
Staves,  carrying  Thieves  or  Traytors  toprifon. 

Int.  An  excellent  Narrative  ! 

Little  does  the  Senate  know,  by  whole  Precepts  h*  was  form'd 
to  this  perfeftion. 

i Sen.  A very  impertinent  fellow ! [_ Afidey 

Cir.  So,  I ftept  afide  into  a Shop,  to  fee  em  pals : the  Shop- 
keeper  ask'd  me  what  I would  buy}  But, intending  my  Money 
for  other  ufes,  out  I went  into  the  Street  again  5 and,  as  fure 
as  my  Grandfather  was  at  Lepanto , the  company  was  almoft 
loft : yet  I had  a mind  to  follow  'em } but,  for  all  my  haftey 
I was  refolved  to  take  a dram  of  the  Bottle  by  the  way. 

Card.  Honeft  friend,  come  to  the  point.  You  know  where 
you  found  me,  and  what  you  found  me  doing,  who  was  with 
me,  and  how  I promis’d  you  to  come  prefently,  as  foon  as  I 
had  dilpatch'dmy  bufinels  with  the  Canons  of  S.  Mark^ whom 
you  few  there. 

Cir.  Oh  Lord,  Sir!  what  are  you  mad,  Sir? — r Scratches 
Now  have  you  clearly  put  me  out,  that  I can -\hk  Head . 
not  remember  one  word  more,  if  I were  to  be  bang'd  fort  5 
unlefe  I begin  again,  word  for  word. 

/«/.Alas-a-day,his  old  infirmity!  'tmay  fpoil  his  State-courfe- 

Doge.  So  fo:  this  is  a made  tale. 

1 Sen.  Ameer  juggle,  and  contrivance  between 'em. 

2 Sen.  And  the  fellow  makes  himfelf  Ample,  to  be  the  left 
fufpe&ed. 

Cir.  Indeed, my  Lords,  what  I {peak  is  very  true}  but  I 
am  a little  out  in  my  ftory,  and  the  Leffon  I learn' d of  my 
Mafter.  ' 

Doge.  So,(b,heconfeffes  the  Mafter  and  the  Scholia*. 

1 Sen.  'Tis  now  as  clear  as  day. 

4 Sen.  A meerftudy'd  Leffon,  and  the  fellow  could  fey  no 
farther } for  he  had  it  only  by  roat. 

Doge.  Away  with  the  Mock-Cardinal,  and  his  Man  ; clap 
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the  Mafter  and  Schollarclofe  in  Irons,  till  farther  order. 

[The  Tipftaves  feize  'em. 

.3  Sen.  Dilrobe  and  whip  him. 

4 Sen.  No,  let  him  be  lent  in  this  Habit  to  Rome,  and 
there  punifh’d.  j 

2  Sen . A moft  impious  Aft. 

4 Sen.  Prbphane. 

2 Sen.  Abominable. 

Card . Is  there  no  Juftice  here  } 

Then  I appeal  unto  the  Holy  Chair. 

1 Sen.  We  allow  no  Appeals.  Away  with  him. 

AH  Sen.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him. 

Triv.  Moft  Honor’d  Fathers,!  thank  you  for  your  Zeal 
To  tli  Holy  Church  $ *but  fince  this  is  a day 
Of  general  jolity,  I freely  here 
Forgive  all  the  affronts  done  to  my  felf, 

As  Chrifiian  Charity  Commands,  and  humbly 
Beg  your  pardons  for  the  Mock-Cardinal. 

Doge.  Oh,  Reverend  Sir,  you  are  too  mortify ’d  5 
Our  Zeal  toth’  Holy  Church  cannot  pals  by 
So  great  afcandal. 

Triv.  I beg  it  once  again,  with  earneft  Prayers. 

And  hope  you  will  not  envy  me  that  meritorious  Aft. 

Doge , Well.  Since  your  Eminence  is  pleas’d  to  be 
So  merciful,  we  have  no  reafon  to 
Be  more  fevere. 

3 Sen.  No,  not  at  all. 

4 Sen.  Tisaday 

Of  publick  mirth : the  Carnival  time  too. 

2 Sen.  Let  him  be  pardon'd,  and  confefs  his  knavery. 

All  Sen.  I,  I,  I.  [Trivultio  pulls  off  his  Difguife. 

Triv.  Great  thanks,  Illuftrious  Fathers,  for  your  Gracious 

Pardon. 

Doge.  1s  t poflible? 

Cor.  Trivultio  \ whough! 

Int.  Look  you  there  now  5 I knew  ’twould  end  in  this. 

But  the  poor  fellow  will  be  hang’d.  This  comes  of  his  caper- 
ing and  Dancing  without  defigne  ftil.  This  tis  to  have  the 
Bark  of  a Frenchman , but  none  of  the  Sap.  1 Senm 
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i Sen.  This  was  a Matter-piece*  y ’faith. 

\ Trivultio  runs  from  hkSeat , and  falls 
i upon  his  knees  before  the  Cardinal 

a Sen . Deferves  Reward  as  well  as  Pardon. 

Hir.  A Cheat,  a Cheat,  a new  Sentence: 

Triv.  Your  Pardon,  Reverend  Sir. 

Card.  Blefsme!  the  want  on  wag  Trivultiol 
I am  beholding  t0  the  Impoftor  however. 

For  his  good  Nature : Heaven  forgive  you. 

f Cornanti  {'notches  him  away  from  be - 
f fore  the  Cardinal , and  kijjes  him. 

Cor . Ah,  jny  dear  Boy,  have  I found  thee  again! 

Thou  haft  more  wit  than  the  whole  Senate. 

Hir.  How  now.  Sir? 

Cor.  I marry  has  he,  Sir,  for  all  you,  if  you  go  to  that. 

Doge.  Will’t  pleafe  your  Eminence  to  affume  your  Seat  ? 

[Cardinal goes  up  to  his  Seah 

Hir.  The  Sentence  now  is  void,  though  the  Impoftor  s 
pardon’d. 

Card.  Pray,  Sir,  lets  hear  the  Cafe. 

Doge.  It  is,  in  fhort,  a Riot  gainft  our-  Laws, 

Though  the  intention  reach’d  no  farther  than 
Honourable  Marriage  5 and  it  pleas’d  the  Senate, 

In  mitigation  of  their  punifhment. 

To  leave  ’em  to  the  mercy  of  the  Church : 

This  Youth  fteps  in  difguis’d  5 Ordains  ’em  Marriage  5 
And  though  the  F aft  was  bold  and  illufbry , 

Yet  the  whole  Senate  has  approv’d  the  Judgement. 

All  Sen.  1, 1,1. 

Hir.  This  ’ll  not  pafs.  My  Lord,  we  re  abus’d  and  cheated^, 
And  our  Daughters  ruin’d. 

3 Sen.  No,  no,  my  Lord* 

Tis  meer  malice  : the  Matches  are  fuitable. 

Cor.  If  you  talk  more,  your  Daughter  fhant have 

him,  if  fhe  would  down  on  her  knees  to  him. 

Card.  Shall  I pleafe  one,  or  all? 

As  ’tisjhe  States  civility  to  give 

The  Church  this  Pow’r  5 Co  ’tis  his  Holinefs’s  Order 

n in 
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In  all  things,  to  comply  with  this  Illuftrious  Houle, 

Where  Realbn  or  Religion  do  not  luffer. 

I’ll  not  recede  one  tittle  from  the  former  Sentence, 

Though  ’twas  irregular  and  monftrous. 

Yet  happy  in  the  approbation  of 
This  molt  Judicious,Honourable  Senate. 

All  Sen.  Thanks  to  your  Eminence,  thanks,  thanks. 

Doge.  Inroll  the  Judgement,  and  this  day’s  tranfaftions. . 
Int.  Shallow  proceedings!  if  I would  but  appear  now, 

I could  turn  the  whole  bufinels  again. 

Hir.  Baffled  again ! Well,isnot  this  bufinels  tobecur’d, 

[ Mde  to  Satana. 

Sat.  Not  poflibly. 

Hir.  No  quirk  in  Law  left?  Try,  good  Sat  atm. 

Sat,  ’Tisinvain,  Sir. 

Hir.  Come,  here’s  your  Fee. 

Sat.  By  no  means,  Sir,  ’tis  not  for  that. 

Hir.  Pray,  Sir,  take  it.  [Prejjes  him. 

Sat.  Not  in  this  place,  indeed  Sir. 

Hir.  Well,  well,  then  I’ll  keep  it  for  you. 

Sat.  Who  would  have  thought  he  would  have  pocketed  it 
again  ! but  I (hall  have  it.  Let  me  lee 
Hir.  How  this  Fee  works ! 

Sat.  I have  found  a mod  material  objection.  Hark  you, Sir. 

[ Whisper  together. 

Doge.  What  means  this  Caballing  in  Court?  The  Senate’s 
ready  to  Adjourn. 

Hir.  Gentlemen,  I humbly  conceive  this  Sentence  is  void:  $ 
For  I conceive — 

1 Sen.  This  Lawyer  has  infefted  him  with  their  Dubious 
Salvo . 


Hir.  The  Pope’s  Ordinary  is  not  a Judge,  but  Minifter  of 
the  Court,  and  I defire  the  Records  maybe  fearch’d,  to  fee 
if  there  were  ever  any  Precedent  of  this  Nature. 

Inti  How’s  that? 

3 Sen.  Whatpow’r  loeverthe  Legat  has,  the  Judgement 
has  been  confirm’d  by  us.  (faction. 

Doge,  Neverthelels,  let  us  fearch  the  Records  for  bis  fat  is- 

f ■ - Int. 
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Jnt.  Now  (hall  I be  rewarded  for  this  my  inquifitive  care 
of  the  State. 

Doge.  Clerk,  makeafearch. 

2 .Sen.  I,  we  cannot  deny  that. 

{One  ofthe  Clerks  opens  theTrwf^  andtakpsOHt  Records.  - 

1 Clerk-  Bleft  me ! the  Parchments  move. 

2 Clerks  If  ever  Book  breath’d  in  this  World,  here’s  one. 

[Another  looking  in. 

i Sen.  What,  are  you  mad? 

1 Clerk:  A Spirit,  a Spirit  ? 

2 Sen.  Some  Rat  that  ftirs  among  the  Papers1. 

2 Clerk:  Oh  Heavens!  aGhoft,  in  humane  fhape ! 

Hir.  A miracle,  a miracle  ! The  Law-giver, 

Great  Ordelafo , come  himfelf  in  perfbn. 

To  vindicate  his  antient  God-like  Law. 

Sat.  If  Earth  befilent,  fee  juft  Heaven  willfpeak* 

No  left  a wonder  than  a Refurreftion, 

A man  laid  in  his  Grave  fix  hundred  years 
Now  rifes  up,  to  wake  our  drowzy  juftice. 

Let  us  prepare  t’adore  the  reverend  Ghoft, 

And  welcome  him  unto  his  antient  Seat. 

I Sen.  'Tisftrange! 

2. Sen.  What  may  this  mean?  k AU  the  Senators  Ceern  a- 

4 Sen.  A general  Confirmation  \ifraid , and expre/s  nothing 

Doge.  Strange  fright ! ^ of  contempt , but  reverence. 

Card.  What  e’re  thou  art,  Ghoft,  Devil,  Angel, 

What  e’re  thy  dreadful  meflage  is  to  Earth, 

I’  th’  name  of  Heaven  arifc. 


flntngo  puts  up  his  Head  a little,  and 
L his  white  Peruke  appears. 

Sat  a.  See,  fee,  his  glorious  Head ! 

So  rifes,  by  degrees,  great  ■ Ordelafo, 

Like  the  all-piercing  Phoebus  from  his  Eaftern  Couch, 

To  give  uslight  in  thefe  moft  dark  affairs. 

See  how  his  hoary  Hairs,  grown  white  in  the  fervice  of 

This  Common-wealth,  are  perfect  yet  upon 

His  watchful  Temples.  His  Face  as  bl^ickas  Mummy,  ( 

Intrigok  Face  appears  a little . 
N 2 Yet 


fi  hove  in  the  Var^, 

Yet  firm  and  (olid,  and  fee  ms  penfive, 

He’spond’ring  fomething  for  the  publickgood. 

Intrigo  Jlarts  up right  in  the  Trunk? 
Int.  I,  that  lam,  grave  Senators.  [A general  laughter. 

And,  Let  me  tell  you,  under  the  Rofe.  ’t  has  been  my  foie  em- 
ployment for  fbme  years,  though  I have  little  thanks  fort : 
and,  though  I am  not  Ordelafo. 

Yet  take  my  cautions  as  not  leis  authentick  5 
Which  are,  to  keep  your  Laws  inviolate* 

Doge.  Still  in  the  right  Intrigo : 

Wife,  vertuous  Intrigo , 

Thole  ills  are  fetal  where  no  pain’s  endur’d, 

The  wifer  fort  of  fools  are  never  cur’d. 

Grim.  True  5 he  has  foch  a politic  Lethargy  upon  him,  he 
cannot  feel  the  Pricks  and  Lancingsofill  fortune. 

He  has  been  lift’ning  here,  to  increafe  his  prudence, 
Notwithftanding  his  late  affronts  at  Seignior 
Cornanti’s. 

Corn.  Was  there  ever  foch  a fool  as  thisfellow  ? 

We  natural  fools  are  nothing  to  him. 

Triv.  Why  do  you  thus  eclipfofo  quaint  a Beauty.? 

. Pto  IntrigeC] 

That  radiant  face ! Exit. 

Corn.  Sir,  I perceive  you’re  a great  Virluofo  5. 

Will  you  teach  me  the  Receit  to  get  Blackamoor  Children, 
That  a man  may  know  ’em  to  be  his  own  ? 

All  hail,  great  Ordelafo!  [To  Hfrcanio.l 

If  Earth  be  filent,  foe,  juft  Heav’n  will  fpeak.  QT o Satanalj 
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£»/erTrivultio,  leading  in  Circumftantio. 
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Triv.  Look,  here’s  your  Mafter. 

Circ.  Sfoot,  I think  it  be.  \_Mnkes  three  kgsl} 

With  due fobmiffion  to  your  horribleptudence, 

And  ftriking  feil  to  your  infernal  gravity, 

I-  am  almoft  out  of  my  little  wits 
To  fee  your-worlhip  agaip. 

u Sen.  So,  fo,  here’s  the  leffon 

• That 
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That  deceiv’d  the  Senate. 

Cryer.  Silence  in  the  Court. 

Doge.  How  came  this  fellow  here  > 

CUrk.  Ant  pleafe  your  Highnefs,  I cant  imagine,  unlefehe 
clapt  the  Keys  in  Clay,  or  brib'd  the  Lock-fmith. 

Doge . Was  there  ever  fuch  a curious  Coxcomb  ! 

Clerk  of  the  Prefidents,  how  do  you  find  the  cafe  ?/ 

2 Clerk, • The  Ordinary  in  this  cafe  is  Judge, 

From  whom  lies  no  appeal,  but  to  the  Pope : 

The  Decimo  tertio  of  Gradonieo0 
And  the  Oftavo  of  Andrea  Gritti. 

Doge.  Mafter  Procurator,  you  fee  your  remedy. 

Card.  Which  will  be  worfe  than  the  difeafe  : His  Holinefs 
Will  truft  the  Senate,  and  my  felf  in  weightier  matters. 

Hir.  Well,  I fubmit.  However,  this  marriage  will  take  off 
Trivultios  edge  from  my  Miftrefs  Belli  nganna. 

And  the  old  fool  Cornanti , may  do  fomething  for  him. 

Corn.  Oh  Sir,  is  your  ftomach  come  down  ? 

Did  not  I tell  you,  I would  make  you  do’t  ? 

Well,  Sir,  111  remember  Trivnltio  in  my  Will* 

But  I don’t  intend  to  die  thefe  forty  years  yet. 

Hir.  Lawyer,  thisfearch  was  not  worth  a Fee. 

Sat.  I’ll  take  heed  of  being  Meal-mouth’d  hereafter. 

4 Sen.  Clapping  his  hand  on  his  hr  eU  gravely.  In  good  fadnefe 
this  was  but  a foolifh  trick 
For  fiich  a wife  man  as  Signior  Intrigo. 

i Sen.  Why,  there’s  it  5 every  man  knows  him  not. 

Thefe  invifible  fools  are  the  deftruftion 
Cf  private  Families,  as  well  as  States. 

Nor  are  they  ealily  to  be  prevented 
By  wifer  men,  becaufe  their  follies  are 
Always  in  difguife. 

7 Sen.  Right.  This  fort  of  fools  walk  always  with  dark 
Lanthorns  5 and  they  ought  more  to  be  fin’d  for  wearing 
vizors  over  their  follies,  than  others  over  their  faces; 

3 Sen.  I think,  indeed,  they  ought  to  be  as  punifhable 
By  Law,  as  men  that  cover  their  Wells  and  Coal-pits. 

With  rotten  Wood  and  Bryars,  not  folid  Boards, 
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That  will  not  keep  men  from  falling  in,  but 
Decoy  ’em  to  their  mine  by  fecurity. 

Doge.  Gentlemen, ’tis  time  to  adjourn  : There  only  refts, 
What  punithment  upon  this  grave  offender ? 

Grim.  Troth,  Gentlemen,  my  opinion  is,  That  all  extraor- 
dinary fools  ought  to  have  Penlions,  inftead  ofPunilhments , 
efpecially  thole  that  bring  up  a new  Mode  of  Folly.  There  is 
Honor  due  to  Eminence  in  all  things,  and  rewards  for  new 
inventions. 

■2  Sen.  True if  all  men  were  wife,  there  would  be  none 
to  make  (port  with.  Fools  ferve  for  honeft  men  to  laugh  at,  as ' 
well  as  Knaves  to  prey  upon. 

g Sen.  If  it  were  not  for  the  amorous  Fool  in  Tragedies, 
and  the  merry  Fool  in  Comedies,  what  would  become  of  the 
Players  ? 

i Sen.  I,  more  than  that  } if  there  were  no  Fools,  there 
would  be  no  Wits.  Every  new  Fool  begets  a new  Play  5 
either  as  the  Subject,  or  the  Compofer. 

Doge.  No  queftion  but  they  are  as  neccfiary  in  a Common- 
wealth, as  wifer  men,  for  variety. 

Nothing  fo  well  Mankind’s  diverfion  Fits, 

As  difference  of  Sexes,  and  of  Wits. 

Exeunt  omnes. 
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epilogue; 

As  it  vas  fpoke  by  Mr.  Haines . 

A 5 Charms  are  Nonfence , Nonfence  feems  a Charm , 

Which  hearers  of  all  Judgment  does  difarm  5 
For  Songs  and  Scenes , 4 double  Audience  brings. 

And  Doggrel  takes,  which  Smiths  in  Sattin  fling. 

Now  to  Machines , and  a dull  Mask^you  run. 

We  find  that  Wit's  the  Monjleryou  would  flhun. 

And  by  my  troth  'tk  mojl  difcreetly  done. 

For  (ince,  with  Vice  and  Folly , Wit  is  fed. 

Through  Mercy  'tis,  mojl  of  y ou  are  not  dead . 

Players  turn  Puppets  now  at  your  deft  re. 

In  their  Mouth' s.  Nonfence,  in  their  l ails  a Wire, 

They  fly  through  Clouds  of  Clouts,  and  Jhowers  of  Fire . 

A kind  of  looflng  Loadum  is  their  Game, 

Where  the  worll  Writer  has  the  greatest  Fame. 

To  get  vile  Plays  like  theirs9  fhall  be  our  care  5 
But  of  fuch  awkard  Affors  we  defpair. 

Falfe  taught  at  firfl — - 

Like  Bowls  ill  by  af s'  d,  ft  ill  the  more  they  run. 

They  re  further  off  then  when  they firfl  begun . 

In  Comedy  their  unweigti d A&ion  mark.. 

There s one  is  fuch  a dear  familiar  flparl^. 

He  yawns,  as  if  he  were  but  half awake  5 
And  fribling  for  free  fieaking,  does  miftake* 

Falfe  accent  and  negleffful  ABion  too 
They  have  both  fo  nigh  good,  yet  neither  true,  , 

That  both  together,  like  an  Ape's  moch^face 
By  near  refembling  Man,  do  Man  difgrace. 

Through  pac'd  ill  AH  or  s,  may  perhaps  be  cur'd, . 

Half  Players  like  half  Wits,  cant  be  endur'd. 

Tet  thefe  are  they,  who  durli  expofe  the  Age 
Of  the  great  Wonder  of  our  Englijh  Stage* 

IVhoms 
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Whom  Nature  feemA  to  form  for  your  delight , 

And  bii i him  Jpeakj*  f°e  bid  Shakelpeare  write* 

Thofe  Blades  indeed  are  Cripples  in  their  Art 
Mimmichjhis  Foot , -but  not  his  Jpeaking  part. 

Let  them  the  Tray  tor  or  Volpone  tryj 

Could  they — ® 

Rage  like  Cethegus,  or  /i^e  Caffius  die. 

They  ne'er  had  fent  to  Paris  for  fuch  Fancies , 

As  Mongers  heads , and  Merry  Andrew  V Dances . 
Wither'd  perhaps,  not  perijh'd  we  appear , 

But  they  were  blighted , and  ne'er  came  to  bear . 

Th' old  Poets  drefs'd  your  Mifref.  Wit  before , 

Thefe  dr  aw  you  on  with  an  old  Painted  Whore, 

And  fell  like  Bawds,  patch'd  Plays  for  Maids  twice  o'er. 
Tet  they  may  fc or n our  Houfe  and  A&ors  too , 

Since  they  have fwell'd fo  high  to  hell  or  you* 

They  cry.  Pox  o' thefe  Covent  Garden  Men, 

Dam  'em,  not  one  of  them,  but  keeps  out  Ten. 

Were  they  once  gone,  we  for  thofe  thundering  Blades, 
Should  have  an  Audience  of  fubflantial  Trades, 

. Who  love  our  muzzled  Boys,  and  tearing  Fellows, 

My  Lord  great  Neptune,  and  great  Nephew  Eolus- 
Oh  how  the  merry  Citizen  s in  love 

With 

Pfyche,  the  Goddefs  of  each  Field  and  Grove. 

Fie  cryes  if  ait  h,  me  thinks  'tis  well  enough. 

But  you  roar  out  and  cry,  'Tis  all  damn'd  fuff! 

So  to  their  Houfe  the  graver  Fops  repair. 

While  Men  of  Wit,  Jind  o?jc  another  here. 


/ 


